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POEMS OF POWER 



TftiE etSEEN’S last RIDE 

• « 
(WRlTTyi ON THE DAY OP QI^EEN VICTORlA*S FUNERAL) 


#• 


T he is taking a drive to-day. 

They havtf hung with purple the carriage-way. 
They have dressed jj^ith purple the royal track 
Where the Qucen^ocs forth and never coraes back. 


' • 

Let no man labour as she goes by 
On her last appearance to mortal eye ; 
With Iliads uncovered let all men wait 
For the QueA to pfiss, in heJl^egal*state. 


Army and Navy shall lead th5 w%y 
]^r that wonderful coach of the Queen’s to-day. 
Kings and Printe$*'and ljK>rds of the land 
Shall ride behind her, |i h^^mblc band ; 

And over the city and ov6r the world 

^hall theiFIags of all Nations ^alf-mast-furl^, 

For the silentdady of royal birth 

Who is riding away from the Courts ofxarth. 

Riding avgiy from the \jjorld’8 unrpt ^ 

To a mystical goal, on a secrctjquest. 



4 THE MEETING OF I’HE CENTURIES 


Though in roya^ spkndour she dr^i^es through town. 
Her robes arc simple, she we* rs no tyrown : 

' Cli 

And yet she wears one, for. Widowed no more. 


She is crowned with the love th^t has gone before, 
And crowned with, the love she has left behind 
In the hidden depths of each mourner^s mind. 

e • * t 

^ow low your heads— -hft your hearts/>n high—* 


The Queen in silence driving by ! 


THE MEETING OF THE CENTURIES 


A CURIOUS vision on rainC|Cyes unfurled 

In the deep night. I saw, or seemed Jto see. 
Two Centuries meet, and sit down vis-i-vis 
Across' aiC threat round table of the world ; ^ 


One with suggtjstcd sorrows in tfis mi^n, 

And on his brow ^e furrowed lines of thought ; 
And one whose ^lad expectant presence brought 
“ A glow and radiance from the realms unseen. 


' r 

Hand clasped with hand, fca silence for a space 
The Centuries sat ; tl^e sad old d^'cs of one 
(As grave p^t^rnal eyerregard a son) * 
Gazsng upon that cilger face. 

And then a voice, as cadenceless and|grey 
As the sea’s jfnonody in winter time. 


Mingled 4v‘ith tont§ melodious, as the ^ime 




THE MEETING OF THE CENTURIES $ 


THIiDLD CENTURT.tPEAKl 

By Hope*«tand«/ With me, Experience walks, 
'Like a fair jewel in a faded box, 

In mji^ear'-rustcd Heart, sweet Pity Hea. 

For all the droims that look forth from four eyes. 
And thos^riglit'lvied ambition<.•which I know 
Mast fall lik^ leaves and perisli ir. Time's snow, 
(Eveik as my soul's garden ^nds bereft,) 

I give you pity 1 'rirthe one gift left. 

* •' 

•THE%Nrw CENTVRY 

Kay, nay, good frie#d ! not pity, but Godspeed, 
Here in the morn^g of my life 1 need. 

Counsfl, and rot condolence ;^niiles, not tears. 

To guide me through the channels of the years. 

Oh, I am blinded by the blaze of light ,gar 
That shines ^on ifie from the Infinite. 

Blurred is my vision by the c^e approach 

To unseen shores, whereon the times encroach. 

• • 

« THS 01,D CENTUiPr 

• • 

Illusion, all illusion, hkt and hear 

The Godle^ caTinons, bdopning far and near. 

I^launting* the*flag of Uhbelicf, wi||i^reed 

^For piloll lo 1 the pirate%ge*in^|)ecd 

Bears on to min. War's moit hideous crimes 

Besmirch the record o^ these modern) times. 

Degenerate is the worl^ I feave to you,^ 

My happiest speech to eartlf v^l be—adieu. 



6 THE MEETING OF THE CENTUKIBS 


TIfE NEW CENTIAY 

You speak as one too weary tAbc just. 

1 hear the gu^s—I see the greed and lust. 

The death throes of a giant evil Al 
The air with riot and confusion. I]l<* 

Ofttimes makes faWow ground fopGood*;^nd Wrong 
Guild’s Right’s foundation, when it groavs too strong. 
Pregnant with promise is the hour, and grand* 

The trust you leave in my alhwilling hand. 

« ■ 

THE OLD CEiSTURV 

As one who throws a flickcringifaper’s ray 

To light departing feet, my shadofcved way 

You brighten with your faith. Faith makes she man. 

Alas, that my poor foolish age outran 

Its earlf '*rnst in God! The death of art . 

And progress foyows, when thc^^forld^ hard heart 

Casts out religion, '^is the human brain 

Men worship now,^an^ heaven, to them, means—^gain. 

THE NEW CENTURY 

Faith is not dead, tho’ pridlt and creed may pass, 

For thought has leavened*the whole unthinking ma^s, 
And man lookf now to £nd the G^d within, 

We lhall talk moroiof love^and less of sin,* 

In this new era. We are drawing netr 
Unatlassed boundaries of a larger sphere. 

With awe, I w*ait,»tiU Science leads us 
Into the full efrulgexKe of its dawn. 



DEATH HAS CROWNED HIM A MARTYR ^ 


DEATH HAS CR<|WNED HIM A MARTYR 

• 

(WRITT^ ON THK DflT OF PRESIDENT MCKINLEY*! DEATh) 

% ■' > ,, • 

I N thi midst*of Eunny waters, lo ! the mighty Ship 

of Sta^4^ ’ • • ' 

Staggers, bruised and torn and wounded by a derelict of 
' fafc, • 

One that drifted from its moorings in the anchorage*of 
hate. 

On the deck our nobfc Pilot, in the glory of his prime. 

Lies in woe-impelljfig silence, c^ad before his hour or 

tinfe, 

• ^ 

Victim of a mind self-centred in a Godless fool of crime. 


One of earth*! diss^^sion-breeders, ^ne of Hate*8 un- 
^reasoning tools, ^ 

In the annals of the ages, vvh^n Jthe world’s hot anger 
cools, • ^ 

lA who sought for Crime’s distinction shall be known 
as Chief of fools, 
t • • 

In the annals of tfe ages^ he who hfd no thought o| 
^ fame^ * • • * 

‘t' 

(Keeping on tlie path of duty, caring not for praise^ox 
blame), ’ % 

Close besidb the deathless l^incolis^ writ in light, will 
shjne his name. 



8 DEATH HAS CKOWNElS HIM A MARTYR 

Youth proclaimed him as a hero u lime, a statetman 2 
love, a man; 

Death has crowned him at a martyr,—to &om goal.to 
goal he ran, <* , 

Knojwing all the sum of alory that a human life maV 
span. < 

rie was chosen by the people ; not*an accident of 
birth 

Made him ruler of a natio/i, but h>* intrinsic 

worth. ^ 

Fools may govern over kingdoma—not republics of the 
earth. 


He ha^ raised the lovers' litandard by hit loyaIty*and 

... 

He has shown how virile manhood may kcejT Tree from 
scandars breath.^ > ® " 

He has gazed, with trust unshaken, in the awful*cyes of 
- Death. 


In the mighty march of progress he has sought to do his 
best. . * 

^ * I® 

Let his enemicG be silent, as we lay him down to rest, 
And*may God assuage th# anguish of Ofic tufierlll|^ 
woman’s breast. 



GRIEF 


9 


^SRIEF 


A S the funi^a] train with its honoured dead 
Quit* mournful wajr went sweeping,* 
While a»sorfow^l nation bow«dl its hehd 
And th|5 whole world joined in weeping, 

I thought, as 1 looked on»the solemn sight. 

Of the one fond heart despairing, 

And I said t<i myself, as in truth 1 might, 

** How sad must be this sharing** 

To share the Ir^ng with ev^ Fame, 

'Fbr a heart that is only human. 

Is hard, when Glory asserts her claim 
a bold, insistent woman ; 

Yet a grea^ gran^ passion can p^^t aside 
, Or stay each set Ash emo!||>n, 

And watch, with a pleasure tl^t springs from pndc. 
Its rival—the world's devotion. 

m 

But Death slyould renSer to love its own, 

And«n>y heart bowesd^down and sorrow ed 

For the stricken wom^ who wcpt*alone 

Wl^!le even her deaa was Bdirrowed ; 

Borrowed from her, the bride—the wife— 

For the world’s lak martial honotjkr. 

As she 9at in the gloom her darkened life, 

With her widow's grief fpesh upon her. 

,0 



GRIEF 


( 

He had shed the §lory of Love^nd Fame 
In a golden halo about £er ; * 

She had shared his triumphs and worn his name 
But, alas! he had died without her* 

He had'wandered in many a dist^^t realm, 
Andcncvcr l>=»d left her behind him^ 

But now, with a spectral 8h:»pc at tlj^e nelra, 

He had sailed whqrc she could not find hint. 

It was only a thought, that came that day 
In the midst of the I drumming 

And funeral mu^ic and sad display, 

That I knew was right and becoming 
Only a thought as the mourning train 
Moved, column after column, 

Bearing the dead to rhe burial plain 
witff-. reverence grand as lolemn. 

ILLUSION 


; * 

G od and I »n space alone 

And nobody else iit view. 

** And where arc the people, O I^ord," I said, 
^‘Thc earth below, and the sky o^crhcj^, 

And the'dead whom once I«kncw 


**That was a dream,” God smiled and said 
** A dream that seemed to be true. 

There w^re no people, living or dead. 
There was no ftarth,und no sky o'erheaJ ; 
There was onlytM) sglf—in you.” 



ASSERTION 


11 


* f 

Why do 1 fclej no fear,” I aaked, 

^ Meeting' You hire this way ? 

For I have wnneH I know full well ? 

And is there hcAen, and is there hell, 

And ii thig the judgment day * 

♦ • • • 

** Say, tno|e were but dreams,” the Great God said, 
“Dreams, that have cc|sed to be. 

There are no such^things as fear or sin, 

There is no you—you never have been— 

There is nothing at all but Me** 


ASSERTION 

1 AM serenity. •Though passions beat 

Like mighty b'lllows on ^y helpless heart, 

I know beyond them lies the perfect sweet 
Serenity, which patience can fpipart. 

And when wild tempers in my bosom rage, 

“ Peace, peace,” I cry, ‘^it is my heritage.” 

I am gooi health.^ Though fevers ratk my brain 
And Aide disorders mhtilately strength, * 

A perfect restoration after pain, 

1 know shall be my recompense at length. 

And so through grievous da^' and^lecpless night, 

“ Health, health,” I cry, “ it is my own by right.” 



I AM 

I am success. Though hungiy, qBold^ 

I wander for awhile, I imne and i»jr, 

** It is but for a time—*•! shall be glad 

To-morrow, for good fortuneH:Qmes mj wtff, 
God is father, He has wealth unsold, 

His wealth is mine, health, happiness, and gold* 


I AM 

i 

1 KNOW not whencc^J came, 

I know not whither I go ; « • 

But the fact stands clear that I am here 
^In this world of pleasure and won. 
And out of the mist and^’murk 
Another t|^ih shines plain— 

It is my power each day and hour 
To add io its joy or its pain. 

a 

C 

I know that the earth exists. 

It is none of my business'why 
1 cani^ot find out what about, 

I would ^\it waste time to try. ^ 

My life is a brief, brief thing,^^ 

I here for a little space, 

And whiU I staj; I would tike, iff may. 
To bright^ and better the place* • 



I AM 


rH« trouS^ I chink« with at til 
It the*]tck of^a high <;oiiceiL 
tf each man thought he wki sent to spot 
To make k a bit more sweet,* 

How io<)p we could gladden the w^rld, 
H^w easily right all wrogg, • 

If nbbpdy shirked, and each one worked 
, To help his fellow^ along ! 

Cease wondering why you came— 

Stop lookii% for faults and ilaws; 

Rise up to-day in your pride and say, 

I am paj^t of the First Great Cause 
. j[dowever full the world,* 

There is room for an earnest man."^ 

It had need of me, or I would not be— 

* I am herc'co strengthen the plan. 


WISHING 

D O you wish fhe world were better 
£et me tell^ou what to do : 

Set a watch upon your actions,* 
eKeep them alv^ys straight and true ;* 
Rid y<mi mind of selfish motives; 

Let your thoughts be clean ai^ high. 
Yqk can make a little Edep 

Of the sphere you ocjpupy, 

■ <0 



WISHING 


+ 

i 

Do you wich the world ^ere wiser f 
Well, Suppose you make a start. 

By accumulating wisdom 

U the scrapbook of /bur heart; 

Do not waste one page on ^lly ; 

• Live Ip learn, and legm to live. 

If you want to give men knoi^lc*dge 
You must gft it, ere you give- 

Do you wish the world were happy? 

Then remember day byalay 
Just to scatter seeds of kindness 
As you pass along the way ; 

For the plccsures of the many 
May be ofttimes traced to one, 

As the hand that plants an acorn 
^Shelters armies from the sun. 


WE TWO 


W E two make hom^ of any place we go ; f 
We two find jof in any kind of weather j 
Or if the earth is clotjicd in bloom or snow, 

If summcf%days invite, or bleak windsl?low, 
What matters it i^iwc two arc tc^cther? • 

Wc two, we two, we make our worlij, our weather. 

We two Hake banquets oTT the plainest fare ; 

In every cup wc And t^e thrill of pleasuffe ; 

Wc hide wdth wr|ath3 the furrowed brow x>f care 



WE TWO 
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And win to 5mfi^$ the set lip of despair. 

For us j^fe always moves with lilting measure ; 

V^c two, we two, we make our world, our pleasure. 

We two find youti renewed with every dawn ; 
Each day holds something of an unknown glory. • 
We waste bo thougjit on grief or plcasur»>gonc ; 
Tricked out,like hope, time leads us on and on, 
And thi^ims upon his harp ncjv song or story. 

We two, we two, we find the paths of glory. 

We two make*hcavan tcre on this little earth ; 
We do not need to wait for realms eternal. 

We know the use jf tears, know sorrow’s worth, 
And pain for us is always loveis rebirth. 

Oty paths lead closely by the paths supernal; 

We two, wc two, \vc live in love eternal. 


THE POET’S TPfcEME 

**What is the explanation ot *thf? strange silence of 
^ei^can poets concerning American triumphs on sea and 
and i^—Litcraty Digest, 

W HY jhould the poet (»f these pregnant times 
Be asked to jing of war’s unholy*crimes ? 

® ? * 

To laud and eulogise the trade which thrives 

On horrid holowusts of hjuman lives ? 

Man was aifighting beast when car{h w^as young. 
And war the only theme when IJomer sung. 



16 THE POETS THEME 

. i i- 

Twiirt might and might thcr e^|] conttft 
Not §0 the batdei of our modern daf. 

w 

Too often, now the coiiquerin(: hero itfttts 
A Gulliver among the Liliputs« 

i 

Success no longer rests on skip or fatei^ 

But on the movements of a syndicstOt 

* i 

Of old men fought and deeoed it right and just. 
To-day the warrior fights because he must, 

I • 

And in his secret soul feels shame because 
He desecrates the higher manhood's laws. 

Oh ! there are worthier themes for poet's pen , 
In this great hour, than bloody deeds of men 

Or triumphs of one hero (though l^e be 
Deserving song fo^his humility) : 

The rights of miny'—not the worth of one; 

The coming issues—not tjic battle done; 

The awful opulence, and awful nC;ed ; 

The Hsc oCbroihcrhood—the fall of grded, 

The soul of mad replete with^God's owS force, 
The call ” to heights,'' and the try “ to horse, 

I ^ 

' ^ 

Are there not fetter themea in this greet age 
For pen of poet, o£ for voice of sage 
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SONG OF THE SPIRIT 

# i 

Thaik tho»e old tdei of ktlliag f ^oog if dumb 

groitor «^ng in time ^ome. 

, « 

When comet the bai^ be w^om the World vraitt 
«H« wilt not ting of War. 


SQNG OF THE SPIRIT 


A ll thc^im oriife is just 
^ Getting back to God. 
Spirit c4stin^ off its dust, 
O^tting back to God. 

Bvcry grieSwe have to bear 
Disappointment, cross,^espair 
Sach is but another stair 

Climbing back to God 

# 

step b7 *tcp and mile by n|i]e— 
Getting back to Go! ; 

Nothing else is worth tl^ while- 
Getting back to God.* 

Light and shadbgr hll each Jay, 
Joys and sorrows pass away. 
Smile at all, and sfniling, say,^ 
Getting back to God. 

Do n«t wdi^v* mournfuJ face 
Getting back eo God; 

Sitttter sunshine on^the p^e 
Going back God ^ 
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WOMANHOOD 


i 

Take virhat pleasure rdu can find^ 
But where'er your paths may wijd, 
Keep the purpose well in mind^<^ 

^ Getting back tolaod* 


WOMANHOOD' 

* 

S HE must be honest, both in thought and deed, 
Of generous impulse, ar^ above all greed ; 

Not seeking praise, or place, or power, or pelf, 

But lifers best blessings for h,jr higher self, 

Which means th» best for all. 

She mu^t have faith, 

To make good friends of Trouble, Pain, and Death, 
And understand their messa^. 

She should^ be 

As redolent wiih^tcnder sympathy 
As is a rose wifrh fragrance, 

^ Cheerfulness , 

• • 

Should be her mantle, %ven though her dress 
May be of Sorrow’s weaving. 

On her face 

iftt loyal nature^kaves its seal df grace, ^ 

And chastity is in her atmospher^ 

Not tha^ chill chastity which seems austere 
(Like untrod snow-peaks, lovely to bei^old 
Till once attained-Ahen barren^ loveless, cold) 



MORNING PRAYER 19 

But the white flme that feed« t^on the soul 
And lij:hts the pati^way to a peaceful goal. 

A sense of humour, and a touch of mirth, 

To brighten up the^hadowy spots of ci^rth ; 

* And pride that passes evil—choosing good. 

All these unite in perfect womanhood. 

fc * » 

MORNING PRAYER 

* % ^ 

L et me to-dity do something that shall take 
A little sadncfs from the world^s vast store. 
And may I be so favoured as to make 
Of jof’s too scanty sum a littfe more. 

Ltft me not hurt, by any selfish deed 

Or thoughtless word, the heart of foe or friend t 
Nor woula I pass, unseeing, worthy need. 

Or sin by silence when I shot^d defend. 

However meagre be my worldly wealth. 

Let me give something that shai^aid my kind— 
TTVord of courage, or a tfiought of health, 

Dropped as 1 pass for troubled hearts to find. 

L%t me to*night look back across the span 

'Twixt dawn and^dark, and to my conscience say— 
Because of%ome good act to beast* 6 r man— 

** The world k better that I lived to-day.” 
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THE VOICES OF THE PEOPiE 


THE VOICES OF THE PEOPCft 

‘ i 

O H ! I hear the people callmg through the jaf time 
and the night timci ^ 

They are calling they are crying for tl^ coming of the 
right time. , 

It behooves you, men.and women, it behoqvea yon to« 
be heeding, 

For there lurks a note of i^enaca underneath their 
plaintive pleading. 

Let the land usui^rs listen, let the greedy-hearted 
ponder, ^ , 

On the meaning of the murmur, rising here and swelling 
yonder. 

Swelling louder, waxing stronger, Hkg a stoitn-fed stream 
that courses 

Through the vali^s, down abysses^ growing, gaining with 
new forces.* 

Day by day the river widens, that^reat river of opinion; 
And its torment beats and plunges at the base of gfeed*s 
• dominion. , * ^ 

Though you dam it by oppression anti fling golden 
bridgw o*er it, ^ ^ 

Yet the day and hour advances when in fright ypu*U flee 
before it* 



THE WORLD GROWS BETTER *i 

Ves, I hear the people calling, through the night time 
and^the day tinft, 

Wretchra toilers in life's autumn, weary young ones in 
* life's May time-J * 

They are crying, they are calling for their share of work 
«na pleasure ' ; ^ ’ 

You are heaping high ^our coffers while you give them 
scanty measure, . • 

You have stolen God's«vr4de acres, just to glut your 
swollen purs^— ^ i 

Oh I restore them td His children ere their pleading turns 
to curses, . 


THE WORLD GROWS BETTER 

O H^l thc^carth is full of |infiing 
And of trouble and of woe, 

.i But the devil makes ai\ inning 
Every tim^ we say it's so. 

And the way to sfcj him scowling, 
And t(^ put him back a pace, 

Is to stop this stupid*growling, 

And to lodk things in the face. 

, If you glance at history's pages, 
la all lands and eras known, % 
Yoii^will find the buried a^es 
Far more wicked tSan^our own. 



THE WORLD GROWS BETTER 


0 


V 1/ 

As j^ou s<:an each word a<?id letter^ 
You will realise it irlorc, 

That the world to-da^ is better 
Than it ever was before. 


There is much that necd|, amending 
4 In the present time, no do^jibt ; 
There is right that needs anv^nding, 
There is wrong needs crushing out 
And we hear the gfbans ind curses 
Of the poor whu 8|iarve^nd die. 
While the men with swollen purses 
In the place of hearts go by. 


But in spite of all the trouble 
That obscures the sun to-day, 

Just remember it was double 
In the ages passed »way. 

And whose wrongs sh^ll ail<bc righted, 
Good shall dominate the land, 

For the«da/kness now is lighted 
By the torch in Science’s hand. 

Forth from little motes in Chaos, 

We have come to what we are s 
Add no evil force can |tay us— 

We sffall mount firou? star tocstar, 
We shall break each bondetand fetter 
* That has bound us heretofore; 

And tbc cartji is surely better® 

Than ic evqr was before. 



A MAN’S IDEAL 
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A aIan’s ideal 

A LOVy^.LY little keeper of the home, 
Absorbed^in menu book% yet oruditc 
When Idneed counsel; quick at repartee 
And slow to anger.^^ Modest as a flower, 

Vet scintiilant an*& radiant as a star. 
Unmercenliy ifl h/r mould of mind, 

While opulent and dainty in her tastes. 

A nature genercjps and free, albeit 
The incarnation of cconomfr. 

She must be chaste as proud Diana was, 

Yet warm as Venus. To all others cold 
A9 spme white glacier glittering in the sun ; 

To me as ardent* as the sensuounrose 

That yields its sweetness to the burrowing bee. 

All ignorant of evil in thtf wprld, 

And innocent as any cloistered nun. 

Yet wise as Phrync the arts of love 
When I come thirsting to her nectared lips. 
Good as the best, and tempting as^he worst, 

A utint, a sirefl, and a paradp|. 
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THE FIRE BRIGADE 


THE FIRE BR^^DE 

H ark \ high oW the ratd^nd clamour and cotter 
Of daffic-fillcd streets, ao you hear that loud 
noise ? 

And pushing and rushing to see what*« [he matter, 

Like herds of wild cattle, go*pcll-m<Jl the boys. 

There’s a fire in the city ! ^tbe engines arc edming! 
The bold bclh are clanging, “ Make way in the 
street!” ^ * 

The wheels of the Kose-cart arc spinning and humming 
In time to the music of galloping feet. 

Make way there! make way there ! thc1|orsel< are flying, 
The sparks from their swift hoofi s^oot higher and 
higher, ^ 

The crowds arc increasing—thc^gami^s are crying : 

•* Hooray, boys !’* ** Hooray, boys T* “ Come on to 
the fire!” ' 


With clanging and banging and clatter and rattle 
The long ladders followat^e engino and hose. 

The men arc all ready to dash into battle ; 

But will they come out again ? God only knows. 

fl 

At windows and dbbrways crowd ^uebtiomng faces; 
There’s something about it th#t quickens one’s 
breath.* 

How proudly thc^bravc^cllows sit ib thdr places— 

' And speed to the ionijet that may be their, death! 
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THE FIRE BRIGADE 

I • 

Still faster and Bister and faster and Taster 

The grind horsed tl^nder and leap on their way. 
The red foe is yonder,^nd may prove tlie master; 

Tom out there, bold traffic—turn out there, I say ! 

For once the loud truckman knows oaths will not 
matter. 

And reins in Eis horses and yields to his fate. 

The engines are coming l^J^rpleasure-crowds scatter 
Let street car an^ tn^ckman and mail waggon wait. 

f i 

They speed like a comet—they pass in a minute j 
The boys follow on l^e a tail to a kite; 

The commonplajpe street has but tmffic now in it-— 
The great engines have swept out of sight. 


TifE TIDES 


B e eareful what rubbish you tq^ in the tide. 

^ ^ On outgoing billows it drifts from your sight, 

Bdt back on the incomin| fvaves it may ride 
And land at yoiir threshold again before night. 

3e careful what rubbish yoa*toss in the ride. 

Be careful ^hat follies you toss in^tfe’s sea. 

On bright dancing billows they drift far away, 
But back on the Nemesis'tides they may\>e 
Thrown A)wn'%t your ihrc^old ui unv.clcomc da] 
Be careful what follies you t|# ii youth’s sea. 



WHEN TljE REGIMENT CAME BACK 


WHEN THE REGIMEN^ CAME BACK 

A ll the uniforms were blue, all the swoid^ wtre 
bright and new, ^ 

When tl\e regiment went marching down the street, 
All tlie men were hale and strong they proudly 
' moved along, ^ 

, I'hrough the cheers that diowned the music of their 
feet. 

Oh the music of the feet keeping time to drums that 
beat. 

Oh the splendour and the glitter of the sight, 

Ai with swords and nlies new and in unifornA'of blue 
The regiment went marching to the fight ! 

0 * 

When the regiment came back |11 the^guns and swurdi 
were black 

And the uniforms had faded out to grey, 

And the faces of fhe men who marched through that 
street again 

Seemed like faces of the dead who lose their way. 

Fur the dead who lose their way cannot look m6Ve 

C 

wan and gray. ^ 

Oh the sorrow atfd the pity of the sight,^ 

Oh the weary lagging feet out of #tep with drums 
that beat. 

As the regimen6»comcf marching frum fhe fight. 



WOMAN TO MAN 
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woLan to man 

•♦Womin it man's enemy, rival, and competitor.*^-—J ohn 
J. Ingalls. 

Y OU*do but jcst^ sir, and yol jest ftot well, 
Hov^could the hand be enemy of the arm, 

Or seed and sod bc^ijfsals ! "flow could light 
Feel jealouf)^ of heat| plant of the leaf, 

Or competition awcll *twixt lip and smile f 
Are we not part and parcel of yourselves I 
Like strands in o»e great braid we entertwine 
\n4 make the perfect wholt^ You could not be. 
Unless we gave you birth; we are the soil 
From which you sprang, yet sterile were that soil 
Save <8 you planted. (Though in the Book we read 
Une womafl bore a child with nd man’s aid, 
iVe find no record of a man-child born 
IVithout the aid of woman ! * Fatherhood 
[s but a small achiev^ent at ttie best, 

While motherhood cofiiprlses heaven and hell.) 
This cver-grbwing argument of sex 
Is most unseemly, and devoid of seAse. 

Why yaste more time in coiHroversy, when * 
There is ngt time enough for all of love. 

Our rightful occuparion in this life i 
Why prate of our defects, of w^hcrc we fail, 

When just the story of|>ur yorth would need 

• 
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WOMAN TO MAN 


Eternity for telling, and our best 
Devciopraent comes ever through your praise, 

As through our praise you lyach your highest ? 
Oh 1 had you not been miser of your praise* 

And let our virtues be their own reward, 

The oid-cst^jlished order of the wofld 

C' 

VV^ould never have been changed. * Small blame is 
ours c 

Eor this unsexing of ourseives, and worse 
Effeminising of the male. ‘vVe iverc 
Content, sir, till you starved us, heart and brain. 

All we have done, or wise, or otherwise. 

Traced to the rcjpt, was done for love of you. 

Let us taboo all vain comparisons, ^ 

And go forth as God meant us, hind in hand, 
Companions, mates, and comrades evermore ; 

Two parts c^' one divinely ordaiajd whole. 


THE EARTH 

J 


C 

T he eartlvis yours and mine. 
Our God’s bequest. 

That testament divine 
Whq dare contest ? * 


Usurpers of the earth, 
^ We claim our share. 
We ar^f: of rqyal birth. 
Bewarw ! K ware! 



NOW 
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Un1oo$l the hand of grted 
From ^od*s fair land, 

We claimfcut what we need—- 
That, we demand. 


•NOW 

'll 

I L&AVE with God tc>imorrtf^*s where and how, 
And do concern my^lf but with the Now, 

That little word*, jhough half the future's length, 

Well used, holds twice its meaning and its strength. 

% 

Like one blindfolded^grojing out his w^ay, 

1 will A>t try to touch beyond to-day. 

Sihee all c%’fature is concealed from sight 
I need^ut strive to ipake the next step right. 

That done, thc«ext, ;fndso on, till l^nd 
Perchance some day I am no longer blind, 

And looking up, behold a radijmt f'riend 

Who says, “ Rest, tjow, for you hav^reached the end." 


YOU AND tO-DA, 

W ITH every rising of tlA sun 

Thwik of your life as just begun. 

The past has shrived and buried deep 

•9 _ ^ 

All yesterdays—there Ijf them sleep, 
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you AND TO DAY 

Nor seek to'^summon back ^ ghost 
Of that innumerable 

Concern yourself with but to-day ; 

Woo it and teach it to obey^ 

r i*v # 

Your wish and will. Since began 
To’day has«!*een t^e friend of man. e 

If' 

But in his blindness and ni)| sorrow 
He loob to yesterday and to-morrow, 

I 

<£ 

You and co-^ay ! a soul sublime 
And the great pregnant hour of time. 

With God between to b^nd the truiai/ 
Go furtlt, I say—attain—atiafe. 


THE REASON 

D X) you know what moves the tides 
AsU^iey swing from low tt^high f 
'Tis the love, love, love, ^ 

Of the moon within the sky. 

Oh 1 thc)( foIlo<gr where she guidas, 

Dn the fait)fefiil-tk*arted tldcB. 



-^MISSION 4 


31 


Do you know what movea tlie carih 
4)ut of win^r into spring ? 

'Tis the love*, * vc, love, ^ 

Of the sun, the mighty king. 

Oh the rapture that finds birth 
In the hiss su||i and earth ! $ 

Do you\now what makes sweet songs 
iRing for me ab^vc55artK’li*strirc ? 

the love, l^ve, love, 

That you bring into my life. 

Oh the glory of the songs 
In the heart whefe love belongs t 

MISSION 

I F you art;sighing foi^a lofty work, 

If great ambitions dominate your «iind, 
just watch yourself and see you do not shirK 
The common little ways of being kind. 

If yfu are dreaming df a fuyire goal. 

When, crowned with glofy, men shall own yoar 
IS power, * , 

Be careful that you let no struggling soul 
Go by unaided in t^e present hoif^ 

If you are moved to pity for the earth, 

And long to aid it, do not look so high^ 

You pass tomc^oor, dumb crcatsirc faint with thirst— 
All Ufa 4S ctjual in the ctefnaf cyc^ 



)t t REPETITION 

** . I' 

If you would help to make the wrong things rightj 
Begin at home: there lies a liF/timcS toil.' 
Weed your own gardeh fair for lii men^s sight. 
Before you plan to till another's soil* 

God chooses His own leaders in the! world, 

And froth ih<f test He asks willing^hands. 

As mighty mountains into place are hurled, 

While patient tidw'^may=*onIv shape the sands. 


REPETIT lON 


O VER and over and over 

ThciC truth: I will weave in song- 
That God’s great plan needs you and me,'' 
7'iiat will is. greater than destiny,i 
And that love moves the world aiopg* 


How'cver mank'ind may doubt it. 

It shall listen and hc-^r my creed^ 
That God may ever be found within, 
7'hat the worship of r.clf is the only sin, 
And the only devil is greedy 


Over and over and over 

These ^truths I wdll say and sin|, 

That love is mightier far than hate, ^ 

That a man*s‘own tS,<oiight is a man’s own fate. 
And that life is a goodly thing. 
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teCMN THE DAY 

B egin etch ftjommg with a talk to Gpd, 

And ask for your divine inheritance 
Of usefulness, contciitment, and success. 

Resign all fear^ all doub^, and all despj^. 

The stars doubt not, and they arc undismayed, 
Though Whirled through spaf'-HWTw'ftuntlcss ceniurics 
And told not why or v^hcr^fore : and the sea 
With everlasting etb and flow obeys, 

And leaves the purpose with the unseen Cause, 

The star sheds radiance son a million worlds, 

The sea ^ prodigal with waves, ani yet 
No Ipstrc from the star is lost, and not 
One drop is missing from the ocean tides. 

Oh 1 bl*OtTier to the sta/and sea, know’ all 
God s opulence islicid in trust for thos<f 
Who wait scr^clysiUnd who work in faith. 


WOpDS 

_ •. 

TT 7DRDS are great forces in the realm oflife • 

Be careful of their use.* Who talks of hate, 

Of poverty, of sicknes;^, but sets rife 

These ver)i elements to mar his fafe. 


When love, health* happiness, and plenty 
Their names repeated over day by day. 

They wing their way like answj^m| fliirics near, 
Then n'estle down witl^n our homes to stay. 
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FATE AND I 


Who talks of cvit conjures into slitpe 

The formless thing and givM it life and#cope* 
This is the law : then let no word escape 
That does not breathe of everlasting hope. . 


FATE AND I 


«* 

W ISE men tell m« thou, O Fate^ 

Art inrinciblc'antFgreat 

« 

Well, I own thy prowess ; still 
Dare I flout thee with ;jjy will.' 

Thou canst Matter in a span 
All the earthly pride of man. 

Outward things thou caust control ; , 
But stan^ back—I rule mj sogl 1 

Death ? 'Tis such a little thing-^ 
Scarcely wortlt the mentioning. 

What has death to do witlf me, 

Save to set my spirit free ? 

• 

Something in dwells, O Fate, 

That can rise and dominate* 

»* 

Loss, and sorrow, and disaster,— 

Hovil, then, Fate, ar{ thou my master? 

In the great primeval mom 
My immortal was born, 



FATE AND I 
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Part of tbit stupendous Ca!i$e 
Wbicb cOnc|ircd the Solar Laws, 

Lit the suns and filled the seas, ^ 
Royalest of pedigrees. 


That grea^ Cause was Love, the Source 
Wholnost lov®8 has most of Force? 


He who harbours Ha{j;,4ane,hour 
Saps the soul o^dpee and Power. 

He who wi)l not hate his foe 
Need not dread life s hardest blow. 


In the realm oi*brotherhood 
.Wishing no man aught bu\ good. 


Naught but good can come to me— 
This is love’s stpremc decree. 

Since I bar mf door to Hate, » 
What have I to fear, O Fate ? 

V 

Since I fear not—Fate I vov^ 

I the ruler dn, notjthou 1 


ATTAINMENT 

U SE all yopr hidden forces. Do not miss 
The purpose of this life, and do^not wai 
For circumstance to mould or change your fate 
In yovr own self lies Dcsti/fy. this 



3« n PLEA TO PEACE, 

m 

fc * . , ' 

Vast truth cast out al] rear, ill pr^udioe, 

All hesitation. Know that are 
Great wi|h divinity. So doimnaW ' 
Environment, and enter into bliss. 

<Love largely and hate nothing. ^ Hold no aim 
That do^s no4 chord with t^iversal good. 
Hear what the voices of the Silence t>ay— 

All joys are yours^i'^: 5 ji put forth your clfiin* 
Once let the spirirnal law^ be^.understood, 
Material things must answer an^i obey. 


A PLEA TO PEACE 

W HEN mighty issurs loom before us, all 

The petty great men ofihe dsyy seem small, 
Like pigmies standing in a blaze of light 
Before some grim majestic mountain-height. 

War, with its blcv>dy and impartial hand, 

Reveals the hidden weakg&s of a land, 

Uncrowns the heroes trusting Peaeg has madd*^' 

Of men whose honour fe a thing of trade, „ 

Ai\d turns the searchlight full on»miny a pl^e 
Where proud conventions long have masl^ disgrace 
O lovely Peace ! as thou art fair be ^vi8e. 

Demand great men, and great men shall arise 
To do thy bidding. Even as warriors ?oroc, 

Swific at the call o{%ugTe and of dram, 
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A PLEA TO PEAqp 

So at the Toice of Peace, imperative* 

A« bug1e*!ecai^ahal1 heroes spring to live 
For country an4 |br tiee. In every land, 

In every ag^, men are what times demand/ 
Demand the heat, O Peace, and teach thy sons 
They need not rush in front of death-^hargpd guns 
With murder in their hearts to prove their worth. 

» The grandest heroes who have y&accd the earth 
Were lovc-fillcd souls wlto^did not seek the fray, 
But chose the safe,«hard, high, and lonely way 
Of selfless labour for a suffering world. 

Beneath our glorious flaj^ again unfurled 
In victory such heroes wait to be ^ 

Called into bloodless action, Peace, by thee. 

Be tltou insistent in thy stern demand, 

And wisey great men shAll rise up in the land. 


PPSUMPTION* 

9 

I am prone to doubt or wonder— 
▼ V I check myself, and say, **That mighty One 
Who mins the aolar ijrstcm cannot blunder— 

And for best all things are beiAg done.'* 

Who set the surspn their eternal courses 

Has .fashioned this strange earih by sonSe sure plan. 
Bow low, hollow to those m^estic jjprces. 

Nor dare to doubt their wi$dom,A>uny man. 
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You cannot put oncf little atar in mo^ion^ 

You cannot shape one single forest’leaf. 

Nor fling a mountain up, nor sini an ocean. 
Presumptuous pigmy, large with unbelief. 

Yoij cannot bring one dawn of regal splendour, 

Nor bid the da,v to shadowy twihght fall, 

Nor send the pale moon forth with radiafjcc tender— 
And dare you dtvibuijij^One who has doncaall ? 

' ** So much is wrong, there is 'such pain—such sinning.” 

Yet look again—behold how mu.h is righr 1 
And He who formed the world from its beginning 
Knows how to guide it upward to the light. 

Your task, O man, is not to carp and cavil 
At God’s achievements, but with purpose strongs 
To cling to good, and turn away from evil. 

That is the way to help the vroild along. • 


rHIGH NOON 

w 

T IME’S finger on the dial of my life 

Points to high noon?! and yet Ac half-spent da/^"^ 
Leaves less than half remaining, for the dark, 

Bleat shadows of the' grave engulf the end.^ 

To those who burn the candle to the ^ftick^ 

The iplutteriflg socket yields'but tittle light. 

Long life is sadde^ than early death, c 
We cannot count onuaveiled threads of age 



HIGH NOON < 

• t 

Whereof to weave a fabric. We must use 
The Warp%nd woof the ready present yields 
And toil while daylight lasts. When I bethink 
How brief the past, the future, still more brief, 
Calls on to action, |ction ! Not for me^ 

Is time for ret^aspectioi^ or for dreamy 
Not time for Mf-laudation or* remorse. 

Have 1 dbne nobly f Then ^..ritist^ot let 
Dead yesterday unbor^i fo-morrow shame. 

Have I done wronj J Well, let the bitter ta;>ts 
Of fruit that turned to ashes on my lip 
Be my remindef in temptation’s hour, 

And kee^ me silent when 1 woulAcondemrt, 
Sometimes it takes the acid of a sin 
To cleanse the clouded windows of our souls 
So pity nmy, shine through them. 

• * L(fc>king back 

My faults and errors seem like stepping-stones 
That led the way to knowledge of the truth 
And made me value wirtue sorrows *shinc 
In rainbow colours o’er the ^If of years, 

«^ere lie forgotten pleasures.^ 

Looking forth 

Out to the \^estern sky still bright w^th noon, 

I feel well spurret^ and booted for the strife 
That ends not till Nirvana’is attained. * 

Battling with fate, with men, ajid with myself, 

Up the steep summit of my life’s feffenoon, 
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Three things I learnecl» three things of precious worth, 
To guide and help me down the ^western slaipe. 

1 have learned how to pray, and toil, and save : 

To pray for courage to receive w'hat cotnes, 

Knowing what comes to be divinclj sent; 

To toil for ;iniv(|rsal good, since thus ^ 

And only thus can good ^omc unto me 
To save, by giving whatipever I Have 
» iVihosc who have not—lUh^lone is gain. 


THOUGHT-PilAGNETS 

( 

W ITH each strong thought, with every e|rne$t 
longing 

For aught thou deemest nceSiful to thy spi^, 

Invisible vast forces arc set ihrongingf^ 

Between thee and that goal. 

I 

'Tis only when stme hidden wcaijness alters 
And changes thy desirii, or makes it less, 
l*hat this mysterious army ever falicsrs 
Or stops short of success. 

Thought is a magnet; and the longed-fo# pleasure, 

Or boon, or aim, or object, is the ‘atccl; 

And its attainment hangs but on the measure 
Of what thy soul ca\. feel. * 



SMILES 


SMILES 


S MILE a little^ smile a littlCi 
As you go along. 

Not alone when life is plcas|rtt, , 
feu when tilings go wrong. 
iCare delights to see you fi^wning, 
l^oves to hefr you sigh ; 

Turn a saiihng face upon her— 
Quick t(e dame will dy. 


Smile a uttic, smiie a ncue, 

* All along the road ; 

Every life must have its burden, 

^ Every hearf its load. 

Why ii^dowi^ in gloom and dai'.ness 
With your grief to sup } 

As you drink Fate's bi^cr tonic, 

Smile across the cup. • 

* • 

Smile upon the troubled pilgrims 
Whom* you pass aid meet; 

Frowns arc^thorns, and smiles arc blossoms 
pft for weary feet, * 

Do not jnake the way seem harder 
By a sullen faefe ; 

Smik a little, smile ^little,« 

Briehten ud the olace.# 
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I) 

Smile upon your undone (about; 

Not for one who grieves 
D’cr his task waits wealth or glory; 

He who smiles achieves. 

Though you meet with loss and sorrow 
4n the passing years, 

Smile a little, smile a little^ 

Even shrough your tears* 


THE UNDISCOVERED COUNTRY 

M an has explored all countries and all lands, 

And made his oun the secrets of each climf. 
Now, ere the world has fully reached its prime, 
The oval earth lies compassed with steel bantfe, 

The seas are slates to ships that touch all strands, 
And even the haughty elements, sublime 
And bold, yield him their secrets for all time, 

And speed like lackeys fortfi at his commands. 

Still, though he search from shore ta distant shorc^ 
And no stilange realms, no unlocated plains 
ArcMcft for his att;'iument atid cobtrol, 

Yet is there one more kingdom to cxploref 
Go, know chysclf, O man 1 there yet remains 
The undiscovered country of thy soul! 



THE UNIVERSAL RcluTE 
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THE-UNIVERSAL ROUTE 


A a we journey along,* with a laugh an^ a song, 

^ ’We see, on youth’s flower-decked slope, 

Like a beacon of li^ht, shining fair on the sight, 

The beautiful Station of Hope. 

But the wheels of old Time roll along as we climb, 

And our youth speedy away on tK? years; 

And with hearts that^are numb with life's sorrows w( 

« 

come • 

To the mist-covered Station of Tears. 

9 

Still onward we pass, where the milestones, alas! 

Arc tie tombs of our dead, to the West, 

Wh^re glitters and gleams, in the dying sunbeams, 

The sweet, silent Stition of Rest. 


All rest is but cfaftnge, !ind no grave c%n estrange 
The soul from its Parent above ; 

And, scorning the rod, it soars back to its God, 
To the limitless pity of Love, • 


UNANSWERED PRAYERS 

L ire 8<jpe schoolma&ter, kinef fh being stern, * 
Who hcars^the children crying o'er their slates 
And calling, ** Help me, master !" yet hc^ps not, 
Since in his silence and refusaj tics ^ 

Their self-development, so God aliides 



« unanswered peevem 

Unheeding many prayers. He b not deaf 
To any cry sent up from earnest hearts; • 

He hears and strengthens when he must deny. 

He sees ns weeping over life's hard suras; 

But should He give the key and dry our tears, 
What would jt prplit us when schoof were done 
And not one lesson mastered ? f 

^What a yrotU " 

*Werc this if all our prayers ^^tre answered. Not 
In famed Pandora’s box were such vast ills 
As lie in human hearts. Should our desires. 
Voiced one by one in prayer, as\'cnd to God, 

And come back as events shaped to our wish. 
What chaos would result I 


In ‘my fierce youth 

I sighed out brcajji enough to m6.vc a ^ect. 

Voicing wild prayers to heaven for fancied boons 
Which were denied ; and that denial bends 
My knee to prayers of gratitude each day 
Of my maturer years. Yetj^l'om those prayers 
I rose always regirded for the strife ^ 

And consciousvof new strchgth. Pray on, sad heart, 
That,whkh thou pleadcst for may not be given, 

But in the lofty altitude where souls « 

Who supplicatf God^s grace are lifted, Sthere 
Thou shall find help to bear tKy daily lot 
Which is tiot elsewhere found. 



THANKSGIVING 
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THANKSGIVING 


w 


E walk on starry fields of white 
Ai^d do not see the daisies^ 

For bles|ings common in our sig^t , 
We mcly ofFcr*praises. 

Wtf sigh for some supreme dek-^ 

To crown ouj liVes with splendour, 
And quite ignore our daily store 
Of pleasures sweet and tender. 

9 

Ogr cares are bold and pusl^their way 
Upon our thought and feeling ; 
They hang about us all the day, 

Qur lime from'pleasure stealing. 

So unobtrusive nlliny a joy 
We pass by and forget it, 

But worry strives to own our lives 
And conquers if we let it. 


There’s not a day in all the year 
But holds some hiddAi pleasure, ^ 
And, looking bjick, joys oft aj)^>ear 
Toibrim the past s wide measure^ 
But blessings are like friends, I hold^ 
Who love and labour near us. 

We oug^t CO raise our nq^ts of praise 
While living hearts can h^r us. 

t 
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I 

Full niany^a blessing wears* he guise 
Of worry or of trouble; 

Far-seeing is the soul, and wise, 

Who knows the mask is double. 

But he who has the faith and strength 
To th|ink his God for sorrow 
Has found a joy without alloy 

To g!. ijlen every morrow. 

« 

We ought to make the irfoments notes 
Of happy, glad Thanksgiving ; 

The hours and days a silent phrase 
Of music w'c are living. 

And so the Aienie should swell and gr$w 
As weeks and months pass o'er us, 

And rise sublime at thi( good time, 

A grand Thanksglvit^ chorus. 


dONTRASTS 

I SEE the tall church steeples— 

They reach so far, so far ; 

But the eyes of my heart see the world’s great mart 
• Where the stowing people arc. 

I hear the church bells ringing • 

Their cirimes on the m'orning air i 
But my soul’s/ad eag is hurt to hear 
The poor mai^s cry of despair. 
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THY SHIP 

Thicker and thicker the church». 

Neare#aiid nearer the sky— 

But alack for their creeds while the poor man's needs 
Grow deeper as years roll by 1 


THY SHIP 

H ADST thou a 5l^p,*in whose vast hold lay stored ^ 
The priceless riches of all climes and lands, 

Say, wottldst thou let it float upon the seas 
Unpilotcd, of fickle wind* the sport, 

And of \yld waves and hidden roc^s the prey ? 

Thii^ is that ship ; and in its depths concealed 
Lies all thf wealth of this vast universe— 

Yea, lies some par^ of God’s omnipotence. 

The legacy divine of every soul. * 

Tky will, O man, thy will is tha^ great ship, 

And yet behold it drifting here and there— 

One moment lying motionlt^j in port, 

^Then on high seas by sudden impulse flung, 

Then drying on the sands, and yet again ^ 

Sent forth on idle qu^ts to no-mai^’s land 
To carry nothing and to nothing bring ; 

Till, worn and frtfttcd by the aimless strife 
And bufleted by vacillating* winds, 

It founders on*a rock, or springi a leak, 

With all its unused treasures m the^old. 
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LIFE 

^ ^ 4 

Go save thy »hip, thou sluggard; take the wheel 
And steer to knowledge, glory, and siilKress* 

Great manners have made the pathway plain 
For thee to follow ; hold thou to the course 
Of Concentration Channel, a^d all things 
Shall c;omecin answer to tj^y swcrvcl^ss wish 
As Cornell the needle to the magnet's call, 

Or sunligrn^^' the prisoned blade of grtfss 
7'hat yearns all winter for kiss of spijngi 

I 

LIFE 

% 

A ll ill %he dark we grope along, • 

And if we go amiss 

VVe learn at least 'rhiclj path is wrong, 

And there is gain in this. * 

« 

We do alw a’, s win the radh 

i 

By only running riglii ; 

Wc have to tread the mountain’s base 
Before wc reach ,?ts hcig<u. 

Tlie Christs alone no errors made $ 

So^often had they trod 
The paths chat lead through light and shade, 
They had become as God. 

As Kftshna, Buddha, Chnst i|gatn, 

They passed along the way. 

And left t^ose mighty truths wh£h men 
But dimlv erasD to«dav« 
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« LpVB THYSELF LA#r 

But he wh*o loves himself t(c last 
aAnd knows the use of pain, 

Though strewn with errors all his past. 

He surely shall attain. 

Some souls^here are that needs must taste 
Of wrong, enc choosing rigXt 
We should not call those ycars-A waitc 
Which led us.to the light 


A JVIARIN^ ETCHING 

% 

A YACHT from its harbour ro{>es pulled free, 

/ And leaped like a steed o’er the race-tra:k blue, 
Then up behind her the dust of the sea, 

A gray^^Sg, drifted, and hid her from view. 


« LOVE THYSELF LAST 

T *OVE thyself last. Look aicar, behold thy duty 
^,JL^ To those who walk beside thee down life’s road. 
Make glad their days by little acts of beauty 
And help them beat* the burden of garth’s load. 


Love thyself last. sLook far and find the stranger 
Who staggers 'neath his sfn and his despair ; 

Go, lend a han^, and lead him qpt of danger, 

To heights where he may see the florid is fair. 



JO (Christmas fancies 

Love thyself last. The vastnesses above thee 
Are filled with Spirit-Forces; strong an4 pure 
And fervently these faithful friends shall love thee ; 
Keep thou thy watch o’er others and endure..' 

Love thyself last, and oh ! such j<^ shall thrill thee, ^ 

As never^'^et^o selfish souls*vvas givep j 

Whate’er thyVot, a perfect peace will fill thee, 

And earth shalHeem the ante-room of Heaven. 

« 

Love thyself last, and thou shall*grow in spirit 
To see, to hear, to know, and Understand. 

The message of the stars, lo,^thou shall hear it, 

And all God’s jovs shall be at thy command. 

CHRISTMAS'FANCIES 

W HEN Christmas bells are Avingtng above the 
fields of snow, 

We hear sweet voices ringing from lands of long ago, 
And etched qp vacant places • 

Arc half'forfotten faces 

Of friends we used to^ cherish, and loves we used to 
know-— 

\^cn Christmas bells arc swinging above the ficLU of 
snow, 

* 

Uprising from the ocean of the present surging near, 
We see, with strange^ emotion, that not free from 
fear, 



qiRlSTMAS FANCIES S> 

That contincnt*Elysian 
laong vanished from our vision, 
youth’s lovely lost Atlantis, so mourned for and so dear. 
Uprising from the ocean of the present surging near. 

When gloomy, gray E^ecembers are roused to Christmas 
mirth, 

^Thc dullest life remembers there once vi^s, joy on earth, 
And draws from youth’s recesses 
Some memory it possesses, 

And, gazing through the lens of time, exaggerates its 
worth, . ^ 

When gloomy, gray December is roused to Christmas 
mirth* 

When*kanglng up the holly or mistletoe, I wis 
Each heart i^calls some folly that lit the world with bliss. 
Not allathe seers and sages » 

With wisdom of the ages 

Can give the mind such pleasure ^as memories of that 
hiss , • 

When hanging up the holly oranistlctoc, I wia. 

for life was made for loving, and love alone fcpays, 

As passing years are proving, for all cf Time’s sad ways. 
Tl^re lies a sting in pleasure, 

And fanCe gives shallow measure 
And wealth is but a phantom that mocks the restless 
days, • • 

For life waa made for lovina. and onl^ lovina oavt. 
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THE RIVER 


When Chnstmas bells are pelting the atr with silver 
chimes, a 

And silences arc melting to soft, melodious rhymei) 

Let Love, the world*! beginning, . 

End fear and hate and sinning ; 

Let Love, the pod Eternal, be worshipped in all cliracs 
When Christmas bells are pelting the air with silver 
chimes. ^ 


THE RIVER 

V 

I AM a river fltjwing from God’s sea 

Through devious ways. He mapped course 
for me; • 

I cannot change it ; mine al<^ic the toil 
To keep the waters free from grirac^and soil. 

The winding river ends where it began ; 

And when my life has compassed its brief span 
1 must return tp that mysterious source. 

So let me gather daily my course 
The perfume from the blossoms as 1 pass, 

Balm from^the pines, atid healing from the grass, 

\f\d carry down ipy current as J go 

Not common stones but precious gems (p show j 

And tears ^the holy water from sad eyes) 

Back to God*s sea, from which all rivers rise, 

Let me convey, not bJood &om woundbd hearts, 

Nor poison whi(hi the upas tree imparts. • 
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When over flowery valeg I leap with Jby, 

Let me not devastate them, nor destroy, 

But rather leave them fairer to the sight; 

Mine.be the lot to comfort and delight. 

And if'down awful chasms I needs must leap, 

Let me not murmur et my lot, but sweep 
On bravely to the end without one fcarf . 

Knowing that He who planned my ways stands near. 
Love sent me forth, to La^ve I go agfin, 

For Love is all, and ovV all. Amen. 


SeffeRY 

T heIie is much that makes me sorry as I journey 
•down life's way, 

And 1 seefp to see more pathos in poor iiuinan lives 
each day. ^ ^ 

Tm sorry for the strong, brave men who shield the 
weak from harm, • 

But who, in their own troubled hour's, hnd no pro¬ 
tecting arm. 

J’m sorry for the victors who have reached success, to 
stand • 

As targets for the arrovfS shot by envioas fallure^s hantl. 
Tm sorry for^the generous hearts who freely shared 
their wine, , • 

But drink alouf the gall of tears in fortune's drear 
decline. 



S4 SORRY 

Tm sorry for the souls who bui^ their own fame*$ 
funeral pyre, 

Derided by the scornful throng liice ice deriding lire. 

Tm sorry fbr the conquering ones who knovy not lin^s 
defeat, • 

But daily tread down fierce desirl 'neath scorched and 

e 0 

blcedin^^ feet. ^ * 

Tm sorry for anguished hearts that break with 
passion's strain, 

But Fm sorrier for the poor starved souls that never 
knew love's pain, 

Who hunger on through barren years* not tasting jo)s 
they crave, * • 

For sadder far is such a lot than weeping o'er a grave. 

I’m sorry for the souls that co^e unwelcome^ into birth, 

Fra sorry for the unloved old who cumber up the earth, 

Fm sorry for the suffering poor in life's great maelstrom 
hurled— % 

In truth, Fm sojry for them all who make this acJjing 
world. / * ^ „ 


But underneath whate’ej seems sad and is not understood! 
I know there lies hid from our sight a mighty germ of 
• good. • • • ^ 

And this belief standi firm by me%my sermon, motto, 
text —* 

The sorriest things injhis life will see^ grandest in the 
next. 
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AMBITION’S TRAIL 

I 

^ ^ 

AMBITION’S TRAIL 
« 

I P'iiilil the end of thb continuous striving 
• Ww simply /s attain, * 

•How poor would seem the planning and contriving. 
The endless nrgingfand the hurried driving. 

Of 4x>dyi heirt, and brain! 

But ever in the wake of true achieving 

There shines^hU glowing trail— 

Some other soul wiU be spurred on, conceiving 
New strength and hope, in its own power believing, 
Because thu c^dst not fail. 

Not thkie alone the glory, nor tht sorrow, 

If thou dost miss the goal; 

Unseamed of lives in viany a far to-morrow 
From th^e their weakness or their force^hall borrow 
On, oif, ambitious soul. 

0 

UNCONTROLLED) 

* • • 

T he mighty forces of niysterious space 
Are one by one subdued by lordly man. 

The awful lightning that for eons ran 
Their devastating anS untrammelled*race, 

Now bear hit mesfages from place to place 
Dke carrier doves. The winds lead on his van j 
The lawlesg elements no longer can 
Relist hi|, itrength, but yield with ttllen grace 



WILL 
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His bold feet scaling heights before bntrod, 
Light, darkness, air and water, heat and gold, 
He bids go forth and bring him power and 
And yet, though ruler, king, and demi-god, 

He walks with his fierce passions uncontrolled, 
The conqueror of all things-^ave himself. 


WILL 

•« 

Y OU will be what you will to be 
Let failure find its" filse content 
In that poor word ** environment/* 

But spirit scorns it, and is free. 

It masters time, it conquers space, f 
It cowe^ that boastful tfickst^ Chance, 
And bids the tyrant Circumstance 
Uncrown and hlJ a servant's place. 

f 

The human Will, tljit force unseen, 

The offspring of a deathless Soul, 

Cant hew the way to any goal, 

, Though wa{ls,of granite intervene. 

Be not/mpatlcnt in delay, 

But wait as one who understands; 
When spirit risfs and comn^ndi^ 

The gods ard^rcady to obey. 
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<ro AN ASTROLOGER 

TKc river seeking for the sea 
* Confronts the dam and precipice, 
Yet knows it cannot fail or miss; 
T^tt will be what you will to be ! 


TO AN ASTROLOGER 

% • 

N ay, see^ I do not doubt thy mystic lore, 
Nor question that the tenor of my life, 
Past, present, and #ic future, is revealed 
There in my horoscope. I^o believe 
That yon dead moon compels the haughty seas 
To ebb and flow, ^nd that my natal star 
Staaids like a stern-browed sentinel in space 
And challenges events; nor Icts^onc grief. 

Or joy, or failure, or success, pass on 
To mar or bless my earthly lot, until 
It proves its l^armic right to come to me. 

• 

All this 1 grant, but more than this I know! 
Before the solar systems were conceived, 

When nothing was but the^iiyfumable, 

My spirit lived, an atom of the Cause. 
Through countless ages and in mauy forms 
It has existed, ere it entered in 
This human frame to sePve its little day 
Upon the earth. The deatliless^ Me of me, 



The spark from that great allcrcact^ hre, 

Is part of that eternal source called GoS, 

And mightier than the universe. 

Why, he 

Who knows, and knowing, never once forgets 
The pedigree divine of his own soul,^ 

Can conquer, shape, and govern destiny, 

Sr 

And use vast space as *twcrp & board for chess 
With stars for pawns; can change his horoscope 
To suit his will ; turn failure success. 

And from preordained sorrows, harvest joy. 

There is no puny planet, sun, or moon, 

is i? 

Or zodiacal sign which can control 
The God in us 1 If tve bring that to bear 
Upon events, we mould them to our w'ish^ 

'Tis when the infinite 'ncath the finite gropes 
That men are governed by their horoscopes, 

THE TENDRII/S FATE 

<, 

U NDER the snow, in the dark and the cold, 

A pal^ little sprout was humming ; 

Sweetly it sang, *nefth the frozeu» mould, 

Of the beautiful days that were coming, 

* How foolish your songs T* uid a tump of clay ; 

** What is there, I ask, to prove them ? 

[ust look at the w^ls bttween you and tite day, 
Now, have you t&e strength to move them t 
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lajE TENIJWW Fi^TE 

But under ice and under the snow 
The ^ale littU sprout kept singings 

** I Cinnot tell how, but I know, t kn(^w, 

* 1 know what the days are bringing. 

“ Birds, and blofsoms, and buzzing bees, 

Blue, bfbe skies ibovc me, 

Bloom on the meadows and buds on the trees 
And the grea^ glAi sun to love me.*’ 

A pebble spoke #icxt ; You are quite absurd,” 
It said, ** with yoiy song’s in-iistence ; 

For / never saw a tree or a bird, 

9o of course there are non? in existence.” 

I know, I kn^w,” the tendril cried, 

Its beautiful sweet unreason ; 

Till lo I fro 4 p its prison, glorified^ 

It burst in the glad spring season. 


THE TIMES 


T he times are not degenerate. Man’s faith 

Mounts higher than of^o^i. No crumbing 
•creed 

Can take from^the immortal soul the geed 
Of that supreme Creator, God. The wraith 
Df dead beliefs we cherished in our youth 
Fades'but to let us welcome neV^born Truth 



6o ^^THE QUESTION^* 

Man may not worship at the az>cient shrine 
Prone on his face, in self-accusing scorn? 

That night is past. He hails a fairer morn, 
And knows himself a something all divine;' 
Not humble worm whose heritage is sin. 

But born of Ood, he feels tlve Christ ivithin. 

Not loud his prayers, as in the olden time, 
But deep his re^'ercnce for flut-mighty force. 
That occult working of the great*All-Source, 
Which makes the present era so sublime. 
Religion now means some0«;ing high and broad, 
And man stood n^ver half so near to God. ^ 


THE QUESTION 

B eside us ih our seeking after pfeasurcs, 

Through all our restless striving after fame, 
7'hrough all our search for worldly gains and trcas\.’cs, 
There walkcth one whom no min likes to name. 
Silent he follows, veiled of form and feature, 


Indifferent^if we sorrow or rejoice, 

Yet that day comes when every Hying creature 

Must look upon his face and bear his vejice. 

* 

When that day comes to you, and Death, unmasking. 
Shall bar your path, and say, " Bchold^the end**^ 
What are the questions fhat he will be asking 
About your past ? Have you considered, friend ? 
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•^SORROW'S USESf 

I think he will fiot chide you for your sinning, 
Nor for your creeds or dogmas will he care ; 
He will but ask, “ From your lifis fr$t h^inntng 
► Bow many burdens have you helped to bear 


SORROW’S USfS 


T 


HE uses of sorrow I comprehend 
Better afid better at ^ach vear*s end. 


Deeper and deeper 1 seem to see 
Why and wherefore it has <b be. 


Only after the da^, wet days 

Do^we fully rejoice in the sun’s bright rays. 

Sweeter tht crust tastes after th% fast 
Than the sated gourmand’s fine-^t repast. 

The faintest cheer sounds ncvc| amiss 
To the actor ^ho onc^has heard a hiss. 

To one who the sadness of freedom knows. 
Light seem the fetters love may impose. 

And who has dwelt with his heart alone. 
Hears all thb music in friendship’s {one. 


So betty and better I comprehend 
How sorrow ever would ^e friend. 



T WiX’i* what thou art, and what thou would^t be 
let 

No “ If” arise ojj which to lay th?blame* 

Man makes a mountain of thaf puny wdS’d, 

But, like a blade of^rass before the swhe, 

It falls and withers when a hi^ait vi 11, 

Stirred by creative force, sweeps toiyard its aim. 


Thou wilt be what thou coul^st be. Circumstance 
Is but the toy of genius. When a soul 
Burns with a god-like purpose to achieve, 

All obstacles between it and its goal 
Must vanish as the dew befor^ the un. 


“ If” is the raojto of the dilettante ^ 

And idle dreamer ; *tis the poor excuse 
Of mediocrity, The^truly great 
Know not the w«Td, or know it but to scorn, 
Else had Joan of Arc a pgasanc died. 
Uncrowned by glory and by men unsung. 


WHICH ARE YOU ? 

T HERl^arc two kinds of peoplie on earth to-day j 
Just two kinds of peo^c, no more, I say. 

Not the sinner anj,saint, for it*s well understood 
The good are half bad, and the bad arc half good. 



^ICHAREYOu/ 6j 

Not the rich and the poor, for to rate a man's wealth 
Von must firft know the state of his conscienee and 
health. • 

Not. the hnmhle and proud, for, in life’s little span, 

Who pit^ on vain airs ii not counted a men. 

♦ • 

•Not the ha{^y and sad, for the swift flying years 
Brings each man his laughter, and dllCh man his tears. 

No ; the two kinds ol*|^oplc on earth I mean, 

Are the people who lift and the people who lean. 

Wherever you go, you will find the ^th’s masses 
Are always divided in just these two classes. 

And, ocfdly enough, you wi if find too, I ween, 

There's ohly\)nc lifter to t|venty who lean. 

• ♦ 

In which class are you f Arc you casing the load 
Of overtaxed lifters, who toil down t^c road ? 

Or arc you a leaner, whS lets ollj^ers share 
Vour portion of labour and worry and care ? 

THE CRIsED to be 

t 

O UR thoughts are moulding unmade Spheres, 
And, like a blessing or a curse, 

They thunder down the formless ^|j^rs, 

And ring throughout the universe. 
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THE CREED 

We build our futures by the shape 
Of our desires, and not by acts, 

The^e is no pathway of escape ; 

No priest-made creeds can alter facts. 

Salvation is not begged<.or bought, 

Too long this sclhsh hope sufficed ; ^ 

Too long maii reeked lawless thought. 
And leaned upon a tortured Christ. 

r 

Like shrivelled leaves^these worn-out creeds 
Are dropping from Religion's tree ; 

The world begins to know its needs, * 

And souls arc crying to be free. 

V 

Free from the load of fc^r and grief, * 

Man fashioned in an ignor«fat age ; 

Free from the ache of unbelief 
He fled to in rebellious rage. 

4i 

No church can biiM him to the things 
That fed the first crude souls, evolved i 
For, mounting up on daring wings, 

He questions mysteries all unsolved. 

« 

Abovi the chant of priests, above 
The blatant voice of braying d^ubt. 

He hears tbe small voice of Love, 
Which sends its simple message oiit^ 



INSPIRATION 


And clearer, Jwectcr, day by day 
fc8 mandate echoes from the skies, 

^ Go roll the stone of self away, 

And let the Christ within thee rise?* 


INSPIRATION ♦ 


N ot lii^e a daring, bold, aggressive boy, 

Is inspiraticvi, 4ager to^rsue. 

But rather like a maiden, fond, yet coy, 

Who gives herseU*to him who best doth woo. 


Once she may smile, or thrice, thy soul to fire, 
In passing by, but when she tufns her face. 
Thou must persist and seek her with desire, 
if thou wouldst win tife favour of her grace. 


And if, ifkc some winged bird, she cleaves the air, 
And leaves thee spent and stricken 8n the earth 
Still must thou strive to follow ^ven there, 

«¥hat she may know thy valour and thy worth. 

^ • . i* * 

T'\en shall she come unveiliag all her charms, 
Giving thee joy for pain, and smiles for tears; 
Then shalt thou clasp her with possessing*arms, 
The while she mui-murs music ehine ears. 


But ere herliss has faded from thy cheek. 

She shall flee from thcA over hill and glade, 
So must thon#eek and ever se^k and seek 
* For each new conquest of this phantom maid. 
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^ three PRIEND|, 

THE WISH, 

O 

S HOULD some greet engel say to me to*morrow, 
Xhou must rctTcad thy pathway from tiie starts 
But God will grant, in pity, for thy sorrow, 

Some one dear wish, the nwarcst to thy hearC 

This were my wish !—from tny life's dim beginning ^ 
Let be what has been / wisdom p!anned»the whole; 
My want, my woe, my ctVori, and my sinning, 

All, all were needed lessons Tor my soul. 


THREE FRIENDS 

t 

O F all the blessings which my life has.known, 

I value most, and iHOSt praise God for three: 
Want, Loneliness, and Pain, those comr^es true, 

Who masqsieraded in the garb oSfoes 

For many a year, and filled my heart with dread. 

Yet fickle joys, like false, pretentious friends. 

Have proved less worthy than this trio, Firs^ 

Want taught me labiur, led me up the steep 
And toilsome paths to hills of pure delight, 

Trod only by the feet that know fatigue. 

And yet press on until the heights appear. 

Then Iqncliness and hunger of the heart 
Sent me uprcaching to the realms of space. 

Till all the silenc<?s grew eloquent,® 

And all thciPloving forces hailed me friend* 



you NEVER CAN TELL (^~ 

Lastp pain ua^c^ayer! placed in my hand the stall 
Of close communion with the over-soul, t 
That 1 might lean upon it to the end, 

And find myaelf made strong for any strifd. 

*And then these three who had pursued my steps 
Like stern, relentleS foes, year after ;^car, 

Unmasked, aftd turned*their faces full on me, 

And lo k they were divinely beautiful. 

For through them s>*onl the lustrous eyes of Love. 


^ YOU NEVERfCAN TELL 

Y OU never can tell when y*5u send a worwl, 
Like an arrow slp>r from a bow 
rfy an archer blind, be it cruel or kind, 
Just^whcrc it may,chance to go. 

It may pierce fhe breast of your de;#est friend, 
Tipped with its poison or balm; 

1^0 a stranger’s heart in life’s great mart, 

' It may carry its pain oi its calm! 

You never can tell when you do an act 
Just what the result will be; • 

But with every de^d you arc sc^wi^g a seed. 

^ Thougl^ the harvest you may not see. 

Each kindly act is an acorn dropped • 

In God’s productive Soil. 

You may n9t know, but thegree shall grow, 
With shelter for those who toilf 
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^HERE AND NOW 

/’ 

You never can teU what your thoughts will doi. 
In bringing you bate or love; 

For thoughts arc things, and their airy wings 
Are® swifter than carrier doves. 

They follow the law of the universe— 

Each thing must create i» kind; 

And they speed o’er the ;^rac)t to b*ing you bade 
Whatever tvem out from your mind, * 


HERE AND NOW 


H ere, in the heart of the world, 

Here, in the noise and the dSn, 

Here, where our sf^rits were hurled 

To battle with sorrow and sin, 

This is the place andtthe 3|)Ot 

For knowledge of infinite things; 

This is the .kingdom where Thought 

Can conquer the prowess of kings. 

* * 

Wait for no hekvcnly life, 

Seek for no temple alone; 

Here, in the midst of the strife, 

Know what the sages have known# 

Sec what the Perfect Ones saw^~ 

God in the depth of each soul, 

God as the light and the law^, 

Godus.beginning and goal. 
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Earth 0 D« chamber of Heaven, 

Daath is no gander than birth. 

Joy in the life that was given, 

Strive for perfection on earth; 

Here, in the turmoil and roar, 

Show whai? it is to be calm 

Show hbw the spirit can soar 
*And bring back its heading and balm. 

Stand not aloof nor apart, 

Plunge in' Uie thick of the fight; 

'There, in the street^and the mart. 

That is the place to do right. 

Kot in some cloister or cavl, 

' Not in some kii^dom above, 

Here, on this side of the grave, 

Here, should ^ve labour and love. 


UNCONQUERED 


H owever skilldd and strong art thou, my foe, 
However fierce is thy relentless hate. 

Though firm thy band, and strong thy aim, and 
mtight , , ^ 

Thy poisoned arrow leaves the bended bow, 

To pierce the target of my heart, ah ! knovi 
1 am the master yet of my own fate. 

Thou canit nSt rob me of my i>est estate, 

Though fioitune, fame, and friends, yeS, love shall go. 
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Not to the duit thall my true self be hurled, 

Nor shall I meet thy worst assaults disiuaycd; 
When ajl things in the balance arc well weighed. 
There is but one great danger in the world*— 

Thu canst not force my soul to wish thee 
That is the ^nly evil that canVill. 


ALL That love asks 


« A LL that I ask,” says Love, ^ is just to stand 
JLM, And gaze, unchids.d, deep m thy dear eyes 
For in their depths lies largest Paradise. 

Yet, if perchance one pressure of thy hand * 

Be granted me, then joy ^ thought complete ^ 
Were still more sweet. 

♦* All that I asi',” says Love, all thi:t I ask, 

Is just thy hand-clasp. Could 1 brush thy cheek 
As zephyrs brush "a rose leaf, words are weak 
To tell the bliss in which my so^il would bask. 
There is no language^but would desecrate 
A joy so great. 

i 

All that I ask,^ is just one tender touch 
Of that soft cheek. Thy pulsing palm in mine, 
Thy dark eyes lifted in a trust divine. 

And those curled lips that tempt me overmuch 
Turned where I is^y not seize the ^preme bliss 
Of^nc mad kiss. 



%« DOES IT PAV r 

* 

“ All that 1 ask,*’ says Love, ^ of life, of death, 

Or of high^eaven itself, is just to stand, 

Glance melting into glance, hand twined fn hand 
TJie while I drink the nectar of thy breath 
In one sweet kiss, but one, of all thy store, 



‘'All that 2 ask ”—nay, self-deceiving Love, 
Reverse thy phrase,\o ftius the words may fall. 
In place of “all 1 iisk,** say, “I ask all,” 

All that pertains to earth or soars above. 

All that thou wert, art, wlltl be, body, soul, 
Love asks the whole. • 


, “DOES IT PAY?” 

I F one poor t>urdencd toiler o’er life’s road, 
Who meets us by the way, 

Goes "on less conscious of his galling load, 
Then life, indeed, docs^ay. 

If we can show one troubled heart the gain 
That lies alway in loss, • 

Why, then, we too are paid for*allfthe pain 
Of bear^g life's hard cross. 

9 

If some despondent soul, to hope is stirred. 
Some sad jip made to smile, 

By any act of ours, or any word^ 

Then, life has been worth while. 
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SESTINA 

f 

I WANDER ED o*cr the mt green plaini 

And searched for Pleasure. Oti a distant height" 
Fame's silhouette stood sharp ag&nst the skies. 

Beyond vast crowds that thronged a ^oad highway 
I caught the glimmer of a golden goah * 

While from a blooming bow?r sfi\iled siren Love. 

Straight gazing in her eyes, I laughed at Love 
With all the haughty insolence of youth, 

As past her bower«I strode to seek my goal. 

“ Now will I climb to glory's dizzy height,'* 

I said, ** for there above thg common way 
Doth pleasure dwell companioned by the skjes,” 

But when 1 riached that summit niar the skies. 

So far from man I jeemed, so far from Love— 

** Not here,” I cried, doth Pleasure find hel wgy," 
Seen from the ‘distant btrdcrland of youth. 

Fame smiles upon us from her sun-kissed height. 

But frowi\s in shadoivs when we reach the goal. 

^hen were mihe dyes fired on •that glittering goal, 
Dear to all sense—sunk souls beneath the skies. 

Gold tempts the artist from the lofty height. 

Gold lures the maiden from the arms of Love, 

Gold buyi the^esh,*ingeni>oai heait of yonth, 

" gold,” I »«d, ** .vill show me Pleasure's way,** 
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But »h 1 the soil aud discord of that way^ 

Where aava^hordes rushed headlong to the goal, 
Detd to the best impulses of their youth, 

BHnd to the azure beauty of the skies; 
lulled to the iroice of conscience and of love, 

They wandered far from Truth's eterngl height. 

\ ’ 

Then Truth spokd to me from that noble height, 
Sayings ** Thou dids^asf Pleasure on the way. 

She with the yearnip^ eyes so full of Love, 

Whom thou disdained to seek for glory's goal. 
Two|dending paths beneath God's arching skies 
Lead striyght to Pleasure. Ah ! bland heart of youth, 
Not up fame's height* not toward the base god's goal, 
Doth^Pleasure make her way, but 'neath calm skies 
Where Duty walks with Love in endless youth." 


THE OPTIMIST 

• ^i>. 

T he fields wcreVleak ariy sodden. 

Not a wing 

Or note enlivened the depressing wood, 

A sdled and sullen, stubborn snowdri^ stood 
Beside the ro|dway. Winds came muttering 
Of storms to and brought the chilly sting 
Of icebergs in their breath. Stalled cattle mooed 
Forth plaintBre pleadings for ihe earths green food. 
No gleam; no hint of hope in^y thing. 
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C 

The sky was blank and ashen, like the face 

Of some poor wretch who drains life's tap too fast* 
Yet, swayii^g to and fro, as if to Ring 
About chilled Nature its lithe arms of grace, 

Smiling with promise in the wintry blast. 

The optimistic )Yillow spoke of spring. 


• 4 i 

THE PESSIMIST 

T he pessimistic locust. last to leaf, 

Though all the world is glad, still talks of grief* 


AN INSPIRATION 


H owever the battle is e^ded. 

Though proudly the victor comes 
With fluttering Jlag^ and prancing nags 
And echoing roll of drums,^ 

Still truth proclaimsdthls motto 
In letters of living light,— 

No question is ever settled 
Until it isisettled right. 


Thoughnhc heel of the strong oppressor 
May grind the weak In the dust, 

And the voices of dame with one a&laim 
May call him' gr<^^^ and just. 



AN INSPIRATION 7S 

Let those who applaud tike warnings 
And I#ep this motto in sight,— ^ 

No question is ever settled 
* Until it is settled right. 

Let those who hfve failed take courage ; 

Though ^e enemy seems to have won. 

Though his arc strong^ if he be in the wrong 
The battle is not^et done ; 

For, sure as thq morning follows 

The darkest hour of the night, 

'W 

No question is ever settled 
lentil it is settled right. 

Old man bowed down with labour I 
Old woman young, yet old ! 

O hfirt oppressed in the toiler’s breast 
And crushed by the power of gcAd I 
Keep on with your weary bajtle 
/^HJkinst triumphant might; 

No question is c^cr settkd 
Until it is settled right 


life’s harmonies 

L et no man pray that he know nof sorrow. 
Let no soul ask to be free from pain, 

For the gall of to-day is thd* s^^eet $f to-morrow. 
And the moment’s loss j|Ae lifetime's gain. 



76 PREPARATION 

Through want of a thing does its worth redouble^ 
Through hunger’s pangs docs the felll content. 
And onlji the heart that has harboured trouble ; 

Can fully rejoice when joy is sent. 

Let no man shrink from the bitter tonics 
Of grief, and yearning, end neetl^nd strife, 

For the rarest chords in the soul*%,J^rmonies 
Are found in the* minor strains life. 

PREPARATI0>I 

V 

W E must not force events, but rather mak;e 
The heart*3oil ready for their coming, as 
The earth spreads carpets for the feet of Spring, 

Or, with the strengthening tonic of the frost, * 
Prepares for winter. Should a July noon* 

Burst suddei^ly upon a frozen woidd 
Small joy would follow, even though that world 
Were longing for the Summer. Should 
Of sharp December pierce the beert of June, 

What death and devasmtion would ensue ! 

All things are planned. The most majestic sphere 
That whirls through space is governed and controlled 
By supreme laVr, £$ is the bladb of grass 
Which through the bursting bosom of ehe earth 
Creeps up*to kiss the light. Poor, puny men 
Alone doth strive end betUe with the Force 
Which rules el^live^end worlds, end5ie elone 
Demands effect beforn^^roducitig ceuae. 
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# 

How vsin the hope ! We cannot hervest joy 
Until we tAv the seed, and God alone 
Knpm when that fieed has ripened. Oft»we stand 
«And* watch the ground with anxious, brooding eyes, 
Complaining of thc^slow, unfruitful yield. 

Not knowing that the shadow of ouwelves 
Keeps off the ^mlight and delays result. 

Sometimes our ndilfyK i^paticnre of desire 
Doth like a sultry May force tender shoots 
Oldialf'formed pleasures and unshaped events 
To ripen prematurely, af^id we reap 
But. disappoint me i^t; or we rot the germs 
With briny tears ere they have fime to grow* 

While ^tars are born and mighty planets die 
Add hissing comets scorch the brow of space, 

The UTiiverse keeps its eternal cahn. 

Through patieiff preparation, year or* year. 

The earth endures the travail of the Spring 
Ai)d<W^nter '8 desolation. So our souls 
In grand submission to a l^her law 
Should move serene through all the ills of life. 
Believing them masked joys. 


GETHSEMANE 

I N golden youth when seems th% earth 
A Summer^lan^ of singing mirth, 
When souls arc glad an<f hear|^ are light, 
And not a shadow l^plK in sight. 



GETHSEMANB f 

Wc do not know it, but there lies 
Somewhere veiled under evening*lkle 
A garden which we all must sec— 

The garden of Gethsemane. 

With joyous steps wc go «ur ways. 

Love leitds a halo to <^r days ; 

Light sorrows sail like cIou^^>mfar, , 

We laugh, and* say hoir sWung wc arc* 

We hurry on ; and hurrying, go 
Close to the borderland of woe 
That waits for you,Sind w'aits for me— 
Forever waits Gethsemane. 

• 

Down shadowy lanes, across strange streams 
Bridged over by our broken dreams; , 

Behind the misty taps of years, 

Beyond the great salt fount tears, 

The garden lies. Strive as you may, 

You cannot miss it in your way ; 

All path^that have been, or shall be, 

Pass somewhere through Gethsemane. 

All those who journey, soon or late, 

Mus*t pass within the garden’s gate ; 

Must knfiel alone in darkliess there, 

And battle with some Hercc despair; 

God pity those who cannot say, , •• 

“ Not mine but Thine **; who only pray, 

** Let thi 4 cup^a 8 s,” and cannot see 
*• — • 

The purpose in 0S|th8emanc. 



GOD’S MEASURE 


79 


GOD’S MEASURE 

G od measures souls by their capacity 

For entertaining his best Angel, Love* 

Who loveth most is nearest kin to God, 

Who is all Love, or Nothing. # 

> He who sits 

And looks out palpit&ting world, 

And feels his heart swell in him large enough 
To hold all meil within it, he is near 
His great Creator's starllard, though he dwells 
Outside the pale ofch'irchcs, and knows not 
A feftst-day from a fast-day, or*a line 
Of Scripture even. What God wants of us 
Is that outreaching bigness that ignores 
All littleness of aims, or loves, or creeds. 

And clasps all^arth and Heaven in its embrace, 

I* 

NOBLESSE OBLIGE 

1 HOLD it the duty of one who is gifted 
And specially dowered in all men’s vglit, 

To know no rest till his life is lifted 
Fully up to his great gifts’ height. 

He must mould the man into rare completeness, 

For gems are set only tn gold refined. 

He must fasH!on his thoughts into perfect sweetness, 
And cast out folly and pruje ffoni his mind. 



So THROUGH Tl^RS* 

♦ 

For he who drinks firom a god's gold fcmntam 
Of art or music or rhythmic song •» 

Must sifi from his soul the chaf ol malice;'^ 

And weed from his heart the roots of wrong* 

Great gifts should be worn, lihtt a crown befitung. 

And not Itice gems in a beggar's hands! 

And the toil must be constant atu{^nremitting 
Which lifts up th*e king rrown's demands. 


THROUGH TEARS 


A n artist thiled over his pictures; « 

He laboured by night and by day, 

He struggled for glory and honour 

But the world, it had nothing to say. * 

Piis walls were ablaze with the Splendours 

We see in the beautiful skies; 

But the world beheld only the colours 

That wei^ made c^ut of chemical dyes. 

• 

Time sped. And he lived, loved, and suffered; 

He passed through the valley of grief. 

Again he to^ed^over his cant^as, ^ 

Since in labour alone was relief. ^ 

It showdd not the splendour of colours 
Of those of his earli^ years; 

But the wor|d ? tbs world bowed dbwn before b 
.. Because it wks painted with tears. 



'oTHROUGH TEARS 

" ♦ 

A pcupt gifted with genius, 

And jRisng, end he tang i||l the 
He wrote for the praise of the people, ^ 

* But the people accorded no praise. 

Oh 1 his songs were as blithe as the morning, 
As sweet as the music of birds 
But the world had tk homage to offer, 
Because they ’'^eje nothing but words. 

Time sped, A^d the poet through sorrow 
Became like his suffering kind. 

Again he toiled over his poems 
To lighten the grief of his mind. 

They were not so flowing and rhythmic 
* As those of his earlier years; 

But*che world? lol it oficred its homage. 
Because they were written in tears. 

So ever the price must be given 
By those seejeing glory in art ^ 

So ever the world is repa) ing 
The grief-stricken, suffering heart. 

The happy must ever be humble; 

Ambition must wait for the ytars 
Ere hewing to win the approval 
Of a world that looks on througl? its tears. 



8* WHAT WE NEEDf 

WHAT WE NEED 

W HAT does our country need ? No irmies 
standing 

With sabres gleaming ready f<^ the fight; 

Not increased havics, skilful |nd commanding, 

To bound the waters with an iron might; 

Not haughty men with glutted'^'frtirt.es trying 
To purchase souls, and keep the power of place; 

Not jewelled dolls with one another vying 
For palms of beauty, elegance, and grace. 

But we want women, strong of soul, yet lowly# 

With that rare meekness, born of gentleness; 

Women whose lives arc pure and clean and holy/ 

The women whom all little children bless f 
Brave, earnest women, helpful to eaah other, 

With finest scorn for all things low and mean; 
Women who hold the names of wife and mother 
Far nobler than the title of a q^een. 

Oh 1 these are they who mould the men of story, 

These ms^thers, ofttimes shorn of grace and youth, 
Who, worn andoveasy, ask no giicatcr glory 
Than making some young soul the hoi^e of truth; 
Who sow in ^hearts all fallow for the sowing 
The seeds of virtue and of scorn for sin, 

And, patient, watch th^ beauteous harvest growing 
And weed out tarns which crafty hands cast in ; 
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fLEA TO SCIENCE’ 

Women who do n<)t hold the gift of beauty 
As some r^re treasure to be bought and sold* 

But guard it as a precious aid to duty— 

T^c outer framing of the inner gold ; 

V^omen who, low above their cradles bending, 

Let flattery's voice'go by, and give no heed, 

While their pure praycr^i like incense are ascending; 
arc our countij’s pride, our country’s need. 

plea to science 

* *■ 

O SCIENCE, reaching backward through the 
0 distance. 

Most earnest child of God, 

Expibsing all the secrets of existence, 

With thy divining rod, 

I bid thee speed up to the heights supernal, 

Clear thinker, ne’er sufliced ; 

Go seek and bind the laws and truths eternal, 

But leave mc^ Christ. ^ ’ 

Upon the vanity of pious sages 
Let in the light of day ; 

Break down the superstitions of all ages— 

Thrust bigotry away; 

Stride on, ank bid all stubborn foes defiarjce, 

Let Truth and Reason reign : 

But I beseech thee, O Immortal Science, 

Let Christ remain. 



H >LEA TO SCIENCE 

What canst thou give to help me bear my cfOMeH 
In place of Him, my Lord ^ ^ 

And what to recompense for aU my losses. 

And bring me tweet reward ? 

Thu couldst not with thy clear, cold eyei of reason; 

Thou (^ouldst not comfort me 
Like One who passed through that tear-blotted season 
In sad Gethsemane! 

Through all the weary, wearing hour of sorrow, 

What word that thou halt said 
Would make me strong to wait for some to-morrovT 
When I sl^ould find my dead ? 

When 1 am weak, and desolate, and lonely--^ 

And prone to follow wrong I 
Not thou, O Science—Christ, my Saviour, only 
Can make me strong. 

Thou art so cold, iofty, and so distant, 

Though great my need might be, 

No prayer, however cotistant add persistent, 

Could bring thee down to me. 

Christ stands so near, to help me through each hour, 
To gu^de me day by d|y 
O Science, sweeping all before thy power— 

Leave Christ, I pray! * 



RESPITE 


RESPITE 

T he mighty conBict, which we call existence^ 
Doth wear upon the body and the soul, 

Our vital forces wasted in resistance, • 

So much there is to conquer and control 

The rock which meets the billows with defiance, 
Undaunted and unshaken day by day, 

In spite of its unyielding sclf-#eliance, 

Is by the warfare surely worn away. 

^ • 

And there are depths and heights of strong emotions 

I'h^ surge at times within the human breast, 
More fierce than all the tides of all the oceans 
Which sweep on^ver in divine unrest. 

I sometimes think the rock worn with adventures, 
And sad with thoughts of conflicts yet to be, 

Must envy the frail reed whiclf no one censures, 
When, overcome, *tis swallowed by the sea. 

This life is all resistance and repression.^ 

Dear God, if in that other world unseen, 

Not rest we Add, but new life and progression, 
Grant us a respite in the grave between. 
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SONG 


ft 


SONG 


O PRAISE me not with your lips, dear one I 
Though your tender word& 1 prize. 

But dearer by far is the soulful gaze 
Of your cyci, your beautiful eves, 

Your tender, loving cys. 


O chide me not with your lips, dear one I • 
Though 1 cause your ^osom sighs. 

You can make repentance dce}.er far 
By your sad, reproving eyes, 

Your sorrowful, troubled eyes. 


Words, at the best, arc but hollow sounds ; 

Above, in the beaming skies, 

The constant stars ?ay never a word, 

But only smile with their eyes— 

Smile rn with their lustrous eyes. 

Then breathe no vow with your lips, dear one • 
On the*winged wind speech flies. 

But 1 read the truth of your noble heart 
in your soulful, speaking eyes— 

In your deep and beautiful eyes. 



TMIY SHIPS 


MY SHIPS 

I F all the ships I have at sea 

Should come assailing home to me, 

Ah^ well! the hjrbour could not hold 
$0 many sails as there would be * 

If all my ships came in from sea. 

If half my ships came home from sea, 
And^brought their precious freight to me, 

Ah, well I I should hay wealth as great 
As any king who sits in state— 

So rich the treasures that wo^ld be 
In fialf my ships now out at sea. 

4f just one ship 1 have at sea 
Shoald come a-sailitig home to me, 

Ah, well 1 the storm-'clouds then might frown 
For if the others all went down» 

Still rich and proud and glacf I'd be 
If that one ship^amc back to me* 

If chat one ship went down at sea 
And all the others came to me. 

Weighed down vvith gems and vvejlth untold. 
With glor)", honours, riches, gold, 

The poorest soul on earth Td be 
' If that one ship came aiot to me. 

O ikies, hi^caliH ! O windf, blo^ free— * 
Blow all my ships safe home to me ! 
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HER LOVE 


But if thou sendest some a>wrack« 

To never ^ore come sailing back> 

Send any—all that skim the sea. 

But bring my love-ship home to me. 

HER LOVE 

T he sands upon the ocea;i side 

That change about with every tide. 
And never true to one abide, 

A women's love I lifen to. 

The summer zephyrs, light and vain. 
That sing the same alluring strain 
To every grass blade ou the plain— 

A woman’s love is nothing more. 

The sunshine of an April day 
That comes to warm you with its ray, 

But while you srhile has flown aw^ay—- 
A womanVs love is iike to this. 

God made poor woman with no heart. 
But gav 0 her skill, and tact, and art. 

And so she ,yyes,^and plays hp part. 

We must not blame but pity her. 

< I 

Bhe leans’ to man—but just to hear 
The praise he whispers In her ear; 
Herself, not him, she holdeth dear--^ 

O fool I to be*deceived by her* 
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To sate her aelHsh thirst she quaffs 

The lo^ of strong hearts in sweet draughts, 

Then throws them lightly by and laughs, 

'• Too weak to understand their pain. 

As changeful as^he winds that blow 
From every region and fro, * 

Devoid of heart, she cannot know 
The suffering of a human heart. 


D E^R love, if you and I could sail away, 

With snowy pennons to the winds unfurled, 
Across the waters of some unknown bay, 

And find some island far from all the world; 

If wc could dwelf there, evermore alone. 

While unrecorded years slip bj^apace, 

Forgetting and forgotten and unknown 

By aught save nattvc song-l;>irds of fhe place; 

If Winter never visited that land, 

And Summer’s lap spilled o’er with fruits and flowers, 

And tropic trees casteshade on cvCry htnd, 

And twinM boughs formed sleep-inviting bowers ; 

® • 

If from the fashions of the world set free. 

And hid away from all its jealous strife, 

I lived alone for you, and you for me#- 

Ah ! then, dear love, how sweet were wedded life. 
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% 

But since we dwell here in the crowded 
Where hu’-rying throngs rush by to skek for Ifold, 
And all \i' commonplace and work-a-day 

As soon as love's young honeymoon grows oM r , 

Since fashion rules and nature yields to art. 

And life is hurt by daily jar and fret, 

'Tis best to shut such dreams down in the heart 
Aiul go our ways alone, love, and forget. 


LOVE’S BURIAL 
* 

L et us clear a Ktcle space, 

And make I ovc a burial-pbcc, 

He is dead, dear, as you sec, 

And he wearies you and me 

Growing heavier, day by day, 

Let us bury him, I say. 

Wings of dead vvnitc butterflies, 
I'hese shall shroud him, as he lies 

In his casket^ rich and rare, 

Made of finest maiden*hair. 

With‘‘ the pollen of the rose 
Let us his white eyelids dose. 

Put thero'se tSorn in his hand,^ 

^ Shorn of leavef—you understancL 
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w, 

liCt some holy water fall 
<St) his d^ad face, tears of 

As we kneel to him and say, * 

** Dreams to dreams,’* and turn away. 

Those gravediggers, Douljt, Distrust, 

They will leaver him to the dust. 

Let us part here with a kiss— 

You go that way, 1 go this. 

Since buried Love to-day 
We will walk a*scparate way. 


"LOVE IS ENOUGH” 

L ove is enough. Let us not ask for gold. 

Wealth brefds false aims,and pride, and selfishness; 
In those serene, Arcadian days of old 

Men gave no thought to princely homes and dress. 
The gods who dwell^on fair Olympia^ height 
Lived only for dear love and love’s delight. 

Love is enough. 

'V • 

Love 19 enough. Why should we care for fame ? 

Ambition is a mosf unpleasant guest: 

It lures us v^th the glory of a name. ^ 

Far from the happy haunts of peace and rest. 

Let us stay here in this secluded place 
Made beautiful by love’s endci&in^ giace ! 

Love is enough. 
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• iili 

'W 

Love i» ehough. Why should wc strive for power ? 

It brings nyn only envy and distrust. * 

The poor world’s homage pleases but an hour, 

And earthly honours vanish in the dust. 

The grandest lives are ofttimes desolate; 

Let me be loved, and let who wJl be great. 

Love is enough. 

Love is enough. Why should we ask for more ? 

What greater gift have gods vouchsafed to^uen? 
What better boon of all tlyir precious store 
Than our fond hearts that love and love again * 
Old love may die; pew love is just as sweet; 

And life is fair and all the world complete : 

Love is enough 1 


LIFE IS A PRIVILEGE 

L ife is a privifege. Its youthful days 

Shine with the radiance of continuous Mays. 
To live, to breathe, to wonder and desire, 

To feed ^ith dreams the heart’s perpetual fire. 

To thrill witl^ viryious passions, and to glow ', 

With great ambitions—in one hour to know 
The depths^and heights of feeling—God! in truths 
How beautiful, how beautiRil is youth ! 

Life is a privil^e. iike some rare rdle 
The mysteries of the human mind unclose.* 
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fcIFE IS A PRIVILEGE 

What manrels in earth, and air, and sea ! 

What stores flf knowledge wait our opeijing key I 
What sunny roads of happiness lead out « 
^cyond the realms of indolence and d^bt! 

And what large pleasures smile upon and bless 
The busy avenues o^usefulness 1 . > 

• r 

Life is a privilege. Though noontide fades 
And shadows fall along the winding glades, 
Though joy-blooms wither in the autumn air, 

Yet the sweet seen? of sympathy is there. 

Pale sorrow leads us closer to our kind, 

And in the serious hours of life we find 
Depths^n the souls of men which lend new worth 
And majesty to this brief span of earth. 

Life is i privilege. If some sad fate 
Sends us alone tc^seck the exit gate, 

If men forsake us and as shadows fall, 

Still docs the supreme privilege af all 
Come in that reaching upward of th^ soul 
To find the welcoming Presence at the goal. 

And in the Knowledge that our feet have trod 
Paths that led from, and must wind back* to God. 

• 

INSIGHT 

S irs, when you pity us, I say 

Youawaste your pity.* Let it stay, 

Well corked and stored upon yoiir shelves, 
Until you need it for yourselves. • 


9 
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INSIGHT 

We do appreciate God'a thought 
In forming you, before He brotfght 
Ue into life. His an was crudCf 
But o * ! BO virile in its rudCy 
V 

Large, diLmental stre^gtli ; and then 
He learned His trade in making men, 
Learned hovv to mix and mould the clay 
And fashion in a finer way. 

f 

How line that skitful way can be 
You need but lift your eyes to sec ; 

And w'C arc glad God placed you the^e 
To lift your eyes and find us fair. 

Apprentice labour though you were, 

He made you great enough lo stir 
The best and deepest depths of u% 

And we are glad He made you thus. 

• c 

f 

Aye ! we arc glad of many things ; 

God strung our hearts with such fine strings 
The le^st breath moves them, and we hear 
Music where silence greets your ear. 

We suffer so ? But women*! souls. 

Like violet-powder dropped onj:oaU| 

Give foxrh their best in anguish. Oh, 

The subtle secrets that we know 



INSIGHT 

> 

(Jf joy in fOTYOW, ftr«nge delights 
Of ecstt^ in ptin^itlled nights, | 

And mysteries of giin in loss I « 
Known but to Christ upon the ctcm 1 

Our tears arc pittful to you ? J 
Look how the hcavcvrcflcctinMew 
Dissolves its life in tears. Ti^f sand 
Meanwhile lies hard upon the strand. 

How could you% pity find a place 
For us, the mothers of tfte race ? 

Men may be fathers unaware, 

So ppor the title is you wear. * 

But mothers—who that crown adorns 
Knows all its mingled blooms and thorns, 
And she whose feet that pain hath trod 
Hath walked tpon the heights with God. 

No, offer us not pity's cup. , 

There is no looking down or up 
Between us ; eye looks straight in eye : - 
Born equals, so we live and die. 

A WOMAN'S ANSWER 

Y Ou call me an angel of love and of light, 

A being of goodness and heavenly fire, 

Sent out from God's kingdom to gSide aright, 
In paths #here your spirit may mount and aspire, 
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A WOMAN’S ANS^R 


V, 


You say that I glow like a star on* its course. 


\j 


Like a ray the altar^ a spark from the source. 

I. 

< yi 

Now list to\ Tiy answer—let all the world hear it, 

I speak UR ifraid what I know to be true— 

A pure, love is the creative spirit 

Which mak^vomen angels ! I live but in you. 
Wc arc bound sol’ to soul by life’s holiest laws; 

If I am an angel—v*hy, you arc the cause. 


As my ship skims the 8\i, I loot up from the deck. 

Fair, firm at the wheel shines Love’s beautiful form. 
And shall I curse the bark that last night went to wreck 
By the pilot abandoned to darkness and storm ? 

My craft is no stauncher, she too had been lost. 

Had the wheelman desiTted, or slept at histposi. 


I laid down the wealth of ray souf at your feet 
(Some woman docs this for some man every day). 
No desperate creature who walks in the street 
Has a wickbder hcaft than I ‘luight have, 1 say, 

Had you wantonly misused the treasures you won— 
As so ma^^y men with heart-riches have done. 

This fire from God’s altar, thii holy love-fUme, 

That burns like sweet incense forevef, you. 
Might now be a wild conflagration of shame. 

Had you tortured ray lieart, or been baae or untrue. 
For angels an^ devilk are cast in one mould, 

TilHove guides them upward or downward, I hold. 



AWOMAN*S ANSWER 
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I tell you the women who make fervent wives 

And sweet tenJisr mothers, had Fate beenAess fair. 
Are the women who might have abandoned Iheir lives 
To the madness that springs from and cncl in despair, 
As the fire on the hearth which sheds brig^ness around, 
Neglected, may level the Aralls to the gro^jjfid. 

The world makes grave errors in judgi^ these things. 

Great good and great evil are bor/in one breast: 
Love horns u^ and hoofs us, or giy^ us our wings, 

And the best could be worst,jilas the worst could be 
best. 

You must thank your own worth for w^at 1 grew to be, 
For the demon lurked under the angel in me. 


THE WORLD'S NEED 


S O many gods, so many creeds, 

So many paths that wind and wind 
While just the trt of bei^g kind,* 

Is all the sad world needs. 




POEMS OF PROGftESS 




THE LAND BETWEEN 

• -r^ 

B etween the Httle Here and ^trgcr Yonder, 
There is ai realm (or so one /ay I read) 
Where faithful spirits lovc-cnchaj/led may wander, 
Till some remembering soul J^om earth has fled. 
Then, reaniced, they go forthafar, 

From sphere to sphere, where wondrous angels are. 


Not many spirits in that realm are waiting ; 

Not many pause upon its shores to rest ; 

For oply love, intense and unabating, 

Can hold them from the longer, higher quest. 

And after grief has«wept itself to sleep. 

Few hearts on earth their vital memories keep. 

Should 1 pass on, across the mystic border, 

Let thy love link mS to that pallid laild ; 

I would not seek the heavens of finer order 
Until thy barque had left this coarser strand. 

How desolate such journeyings would bey 

Though straight to Him, were they not shared by thee 

Wert thou lirsf called (dear God, how could I bear it ? 

1 ihould enchain thee with my love, 1 know. 

Not gr«at etiouglv am I to free thy spirit,^ 

Fronf all these tender ties, and bid thee go. 
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LOVERS MIRAGE 


Nor would a ^oul, unselfish as thine‘owi^ 

Forget so sodii^ and speed to heaven alone. 

•*' i 

i 

On earth we iind no joy in ways diverging 5 
How could we find it in the worlds unseen ? 

I know old mefiiirics from my bosom surging, 
Would keep ihle w’aiting in tL»t Land Between, 
Until together, side hy side, we trod 
A path of stars, in ou\ great search for God. 


LOVE'S MIRAGE 


M idway upon the route, he paused athirst; 

And suddenly across the wastes of heat, 
He saw cool waters gleaming, and a sweet t 
Green oasis upon his vision burst. , 

A tender dream, long in his bosom nursed, 

Spread love’s illusive verdure for his feet; 

The barren, sands changed in^o golden wheat; 
The way grew glad that late had seemed accursed. 


She shondi the woman wonder, on his soul; 

The garden spot, for which men toil and wait; 
The house of rest, that is each heart'* demand ; 
But when, at last, he reached the gleanliing goal, 

He found, oh, cruel irony of fate, 

But desert sun upon the desert sand. 



THE NE£D OF THE WORLD 


THE NEED OF THE WORLD* 

I KNOW the need of the world, 

Though it would not have ine»know. 

It would hide its 8orro\f deep 
Where only God may go. 

Yet its secret it cannot keep f 
It lelU.it awake, or asleep, 

It tells it to all who wiU iiced. 

And he who runs may read. 

The need of the world T know. 

1 know the need of the world, 

Vheii it boasts of its wealth the loudest, 
When it Baunts it in all incn’t. eves. 

When its mien is the ga}c,t and ]»rou lest. 
Oh ! ever it lies—it lies • 

For the sound of its laughter dies 
In a sob and a smothered ni^an, 

And it weeps when it sits alone. 

The need of the world I know. • 

• 

1 know the need of the world. 

When tiic earth shakes under the ttcad 
Of men who march to the fight, 

When rivys w'ith blood ai^ red 
And there Is no law but might,* 

And the wrong way seems the right; 
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THE NEED OF THE WOKLDl 

V 

When jie who slaughters the mo«| 

Is ilien*s pride and boast. 

The need of the world I know. 

I know the need of the world. 

Whett it babbles of goii and fame, 

It is only tlD lead us hstrty 
From the ^ing that it dare not name, 
For this is thcitsad world’s way^ 

Oh ! poor blini\;vorld grown grey 
With the need of\ thing so near, 

With the want of a thing so dear. 

The need of the world I know. 

The need of the world is love. 

Deep under the pn<ic of power, 

Down under its lust of greed, 

For the joys that last bur*an hour, 
There lies forever its need. 

For love is the law and the creed 
And lotc is th^ unnamed goal 
Of life, from man to the mole. 

Love is the need of the world. 


THE GULF STREAM 

• • 

S KILLED mariner, a^^d counted sane and w»c. 
That was a egrious thing whijh chanced to Ec, 
So good a Jailor, on so fair a sea. 

With favouring winds and blue unshadowed sklee, 
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Led by tht faithful beacon of Love’s eyes» 

Past reefVnd shoal, my Ufe*boac bounded free 
And fearless of all changes that might he 
^ Under calm waves, where many a sunk rock lies. 

A golden dawn ; yeg suddenly my byquc 
Strained at the sails, as in a cyclone’s blast; 

And battled with an unseen current’s force, 
For we had entered when the Aight was dark 
Thaf old tempestuous GiP. Stream of the Past. 
But for love’s eyes, I aad not kept the course. 


REMEMBERED 


H IS art was loving ; Eres set his sign 

*Upon that youthful forehead, and he drew 
The hearts of \Pomcn, as the sun draws dew. 

Love feeds love’s thirst as wine feeds love of wine ; 
Nor is there any potion from the vine 

Which makes ri!en drunken like fhe subtle brew 
Of kisses crushed by kisses; and he grew 
Inebriated with that draught divine. « 

Yet in his sober moments, when the sun 
Of radiant summer paled to lonely fall, 

And passion's sea had grown an ^biiig tide, 
From out the many, Memory singled one 

Full cup rttat seemed the sWeetest^f them all— 
T^f warm red m&uth that nteeked Mm and deniid. 



io6 tiELEN OF TROY 

, HELEN OF TROV 


ON THB ISLE OF CRANAR 


T he world an abject vassal to her charms, 
And competing for^ single smile, 

Yet love she knew not, tilf upon this isle 
She gave surrender .to abducting arms. 

Not Theseus, who ^utked her lips* iirst kis% 

Not Menelaus, lawhs^mate and spouse, ‘ 

Such answering passion in her heart could rous 
Or wake such tumult in her soul this. 

Let come what will, let Greece and Asia mc^t, 
Let heroes die and kingdoms run with gore ; 
Let deva&iation spread from shore to shore —^ 
Resplendent Helen finds 1 er bondage sweet/ 

The whole world fights her battles,owhile she lies 
Sunned in the fervour of young Paris* eyes. 


QN THK ISLF, OF Rl^ODKS 

• 

The battles ended, ardent Paris dead, 

Of faithful Menelaus long bereft, 

Time is thv only suitor who js left : 

Helen survives, with youth and beauty fled. 

By hate remembered, but by love forgot,c 
Dethroned and driven frpm her high estate, 
Unhappy Helen fe^cls the lash of Ffte 
And knows at^ast an unloved woman^s lot. 



^I-AIS WHEN YOUNG 107 

The Grecian marvel, and the Trojan joy, 

The worldFs fair wonder, from her palace flies 
The furies follow, and great Helen dies, • 

A death of horror, for the pride of Troy. 

m 

Yet Time, like Menelaus^all forgives. 

Helen, immortal in her beauty, lives. 


LAIS WHEN YOUNG 


^cr. 


L ais when young, and all hei^charms in flower, 
LSis, whose beauty w^as the fateful light 
That led great ships to anchor in the night 
An^ biyng their priceless cargoes to her bo\v< 

Lais yet found h^r cup of sweet turned sour. 

Great Plato’s pupil, from his lofty lieiglir, 
Zenocrates, unmoved, had secgi the w'hite 
Sweet wonder of her, and defied her power. 


She snared the w'orld in nets of subtle wiles: 

The proud, the famed, all clamoured at her gate ; 
Dictators plead^ inside her portico ; 

Wisdom sought madness, in her favouring smiles ; 
Now wM she made the laughing-stoak of fare : 
One loosed her clinging arms, and bade her go. 
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LAIS WHEN OLD 

I 

L AIS| when old and all her beauty gone, 

Lais, the erstwhile courted pleasure queen, 
Walked homeless through Co&nth. 

One mocked her mien-^ 

One tossed her coins ; she took them and passed on* 
Down by the harbour sloped a terraced lawn, 

Where fountains played; she paused to view the 
scene, 

A marble palace stood in bowers^of green. 

*Twas here of old she revelled till the dawn. 

« 

Through yonder portico her lovers earner-* 

Hero and statesman, athlete, merchant, sage'; 
They flung the whole world’s treasures at her feet 
To buy her favour and exalt her ^hame 

41 ♦ 41 

She spat upon her dole of coins in rage 
And fad^d like a phantom,4o^n the street. 

« EXISTENCE 
« > 

Y OU are here, and you are wanted, 

'^hough a waif upon life’s scj^ir $ 

Though the sunlit hours are haunted 
With the shadowy sJiapes of ^are. 

Still thft Great One, the All-Seeing 
«Called your spirit into bmg— 



EXISTENCE 

« 

Gave |fou itrength for any fate. 

Since your life by Him was needed. 

All your ways by Him arc heeded—* 
You can trust and you can wait. 

You can wait to know the meaning 
Of the troubles ynt your sou\; 

Of the chasms intervening 

*Twixt your purpose and your goal ; 
Of the sorrows and the trials, 

e 

Of the silence and denials, 

Ofttimes answering to your pleas; 
Of the stinted sweets of pleasure, 

And of pain’s too generous measure— 
You can wait the wky of these. 

JForth from planet unto planet, 

i 

You h|ve gone, and you will go. 
Space is vast, but we must span it; 

For life’s purpose is to hnom. 

Earth retains you but a minute. 

Make the best of whaf lies in it; 

Light the pathway where you are. 
There is nothing worth the doing* 
That will leawe regret or rueing, 

As you speed from star to star. 

You are part of the Beginning, 

You arc parcel* of To-day. 

When He set His worfd to spinning 
' You were ftung upon your way. 
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HOLIDAY SONGS 

When the system falls to pieejs, 
When this pulsing epoch ceases 
* When the is becomes the was^ 
You will live, for you will enter 
In the great Creative Centre, 
Inithe AIl-Enduriiljg Cause. 


HOLIDAY SONGS 


S AILING away on a summer sea, 

Out of tlie bleak March weather ; 
Drifting awayYor a loaf and play. 

Just you and I together; 

And it’s good-bye worr} and good-bye burr)/ 
And never a care have we ; 

With the sea below and the sufi above 
And nothing to do but dream and love, 

m 

Sailing away together. 

IT • 

Sailing away from'the grim old town 
And tasks the town calls duty; 

Sailing* away from vt'alls of grey 
To a land o/bloom and beauty. 

And it’s good-bye to letters from our lessors and 
our Vetters, ^ 

To the cold world’s smile or its frown. 

We ^ii a^ijay on ^ sunny track * 

To find the summer and bring it back • 

And love is our only duty. 



HOLIDAY SONGS 


III 


II 

Afloat on a tea of pas^on 
Without a compass or chart, 

But the glow of your eye shows the sun is high, 
By the sextant my heart. 

1 know we are nearing *the tropics 
By the languor that round us lies, 

And the smile on your mouth says the course is 
south 

f 

And the port i*8 Paradise. 

We have left grey skies behind ^ua, 

W? sail under skies of blue ; 

^ou are off with me on lovers' sea, 

Agd 1 am away with you. 

We have not a single sorrow, 

And 1 havc\ut one fear— 

That my lips may miss one offered kiss 
From the mouth that is smiling near. 

There is no land of winter; 

There ia no world of care ; 

There ia bloom an^ mirth all oVer tl/e earth, 
And love, love everywhere. 

Our boa^ia the barque of Pleasure, « 

And whatever port we aight 
The touch your hand wiU make the land 
The Harbour of Pure Delight, 



lu ASTROLABIUS 

t' 

ASTROLABIOS ( 

'(the child of ABELAED and HBLOliS) 

I 

W RENCHED from a ^ssing comet in its flighty 
By that great force of two mad hearts allame» 
A soul incarnate, back to earth yoD came. 

To glow like star-dust for a little night. 

Deep shadows hide you wholly from our^sight; 

The centuries leave nothing but your name, 
Tinged with the Ibstre of a splendid shame, 

That blazed oblivion with rebellious ligh|. 

The mighty passion that became your cause, 

Still burns its lengthening path across the ^eais; 
We feel its raptures, and we see its tears 
And ponder on its retributive laVs. 

Time keeps that deathless story ever new; 

Yet finds no answer, when we ask of vou. 

ij 

At Arg^nteuil, I saw the lonely cell 
Where iHeloue dreamed through her broken rest, 
That baby lips pulled at her undried breast. 

It needed J:>ut my woman's heart to t^l 
Of those long vigils and the tears that fell 
When aching arms reached out in fruitless queiti 
As aftci**¥light^ wings brood an empty nest. 

So well 1 know that sorrow, ah so well*) 



ASTROLABIUS us 

« 

Across the cei^uries there comes no sound 
Of that vast anguish ; not one sigh or word 
Or echo of the mother loss has stirred, • 

The sea of silence, lasting and profound. 

Yet to each heart, that once has felt this grief, 

Sad Memory restore Time's missin^lcaf. 

I# 

III 

But what of you ? Who took the mother's place 
When .sweet expanding love its object sought ? 

Was there a voice to tell her tragic lot, 

And did you ever look upon her face ? 

Was yours a cloistered seeking aftc/* grace ? 

Or in the flame of adolescent thought 
W^hen Abelard’s departed passions caught 
To burn again in you and leave their trace ? 

Conceived in nattre's bold primordial way 
(As in their revolutions, suns create), 

You came to earth, a soul imniSculatc, 

Baptized in Are, with some great part to play. 

What was that part, and wherefore hid from us, 
Immortal mystery, Astrolabius 1 

COMPLETION 

W HEl? I shall meet God's generoifs dispensers 
Of all the riches ih the heavenly store, 

Those lesser gAis, who act as Recompijjisers 
For loneliness and loss upon this shore, 
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Methinks abashed, and somewhat hdliratlngt 
My soul its wish and longing will declare. 

Lest ftiey reply : “ Here arc no bounties waiting : 
We gave on earth, your portion and your shares** 

Then shallj answer : “ Ycg, I do remember 
The many blessings so my life allowed ; 

My June was always longer than December, 

My sun was always stronger than my cloud, 

My joy was ever deeper than my sorrow,. 

My gain was ever greater ttian my loss, 

My yesterday seemed less than my to-morrow, 

The crown l^kcd always larger than the cros-i. 

have know'n love, in all its radiant splendour, 

It shone upon my pathway to the end. \ 

1 trod no road that did not bloom with tehder 
And fragrant blossomy planted by some friend. 
And those material things we call succcs'c?, 

In modest measure, 'rowned my earthly lot. 

Yet was th^rc one sweet happiness that blesses 
The life of woman, which to me came not, 

“ 1 knevy the hope of motherhood ; a season 
1 felt a ^utterrng heart beat 'ncath my own ; 

A little cry—then silence. For that reason 
I dare, (o you, my only wish make I'nown, 

The babe who grew to angelhood in heaven, 

1 never watched unfold from cKi|d to man. 

And 10 r'Bk, thpt unto me be given 
•That motherhood, which was God’s prtmil plan. 
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^ All woma^klnil He meant to share his glories ; 

He meant us all to nurse our babes to rest. 

To croon them songs, to tell them sleepy Stories, 

, Else why the wonder of a woman’s breast ? 

He must provide for all earth’s cheated mothers 
In His vast heavefts of shining spKtrc on sphere, 
And with my son, there must be many others— 
My spirit children w*ho will claim me here, 

** Fair Creatures by, my loving thoughts created— 

Too finely fashioned for a mortal birth— 

¥ 

Between the borders of two worlds thev waited 

¥ 

Until they saw my spirit leave’the earth. 

In God’s great nursery they must be waiting 
To welcome me with many an infant wile. 

Now fet me go and satisfy this longing 
To mother children for a little while.” 


SLEEP’S TREACHERY'^ 


A S the grey twilight, tiptoed down the dfen 
And shadowy valley, to the day’s darit end, 
She whom I thought my* cvcr-faithful friend. 
Fair-browed, calm-eyed and raother-bosompd Sleep, 
Met me with smtles. *‘Poor longing heart, I keep 
Sweet joy for you,” she murmured. “ I will send 
One whom you love, with your o\vn sotf^fb blend 
In visions, as* the night hours onward creep.” # 
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'art versus cupnf 


I trusted her; and watched hy starry beam^ 

1 slumbered soundly, free from all a&rmt., ' 

Th^n not my love, bat one long banished amt^ 
Led by false Sleep, down secret stairs of dreams 
And clasped me, unresisting in fond arms. 

Oh, trearherous sleep —Wi sell me to such shame I 


ART VERSUS CUPID 

[if rsm in a private Sme. A n^iden uHing hejm 4 fife 
meditating,] 

MAIDEN 

N OW have I* fully fixed upon my part; 

Good-bye to dreams; for me a life of art 
Beloved art! Oh, realm serene and fair, 

Above the mean and sordid world of care, 

Above earth’s small ambitions and*desires! 

Art! art! the very word my soul inspires! 

From foolish mernorics it sets me free. 

Not what har been, but that which is to be 
Absorbs me now. Adieu to vain regret! 

The bow^s tensely drawn—the target set. 

[if knsek at tie dear, 

MAID (aside) 

The night \i dark and chill; the hour i&'late* 

, (AUud) 

Who knocks upon* my door ? 
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art; fsrsvs cupid 

« 

J Outsidi 

^Tu I, your face! 

MAID 

Thou dont deceive, nomie, but thine dWn self 

jp 

My fate is not a wandering, vagrant elf. 

My &te is here* within this throbbing heart 
That beats alone for glory* and for arr. 

• » 

\An6thr knock at door^ 

Pray, let the in; 1 am so faint and cold. 

[Doof^ it pushed ajar. Enter Cupid, who approaches 
fire pith outstretched hatsds!] 

MAID (indignantly) 

Methinbi thou art not faint, howevhr cold. 

But rather too courageous, and most bold | 
Surprisingly lU-mannered, sir, and rude. 

Without an invitation to intrude 
Into my very presence, 

CUPID (warming his hands) 

9 

But, you see, 

Girls never mind a little chap like me. 

^heyVe always watching for me on.the s^,' 

And hoping I will call. 
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MAID {haughtilj) 

^ Indeed, not I! 

My heart has listened to a sweeter voice, 

A clarion call that gives command—not choice 
And i have answered to thit c3l, I come’*; 

To other voices shall my cars be dumb* 

To art alone I consecrate my life— 

Art is my spouse, and I his willing wife 

CUPID {slotuly^ in the grate) 

Art is a sultan, and you must divide 

His love with many another ill-fed bride, " 

Now 1 know one who worships you alone. 

MAID (impatiently) 

I v;ill not listen ! for the dice is thrown 
And art has won me. On my brow some day 
Shall rest the laurel wreath— ^ 

CUPID {fitting dewn and looking at Maid crttually) 

Just let me say 

1 think sweet orange blossoms Uiidcr lace 

Arc better suited to your type of face. 

■ 

MAID {ignoring interruption) 

I yet ihafTKtand before an audience 
^ That^lUteni as one mind, aUorbed, interne/ 
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And with my gikiias* I shall rouse its cheersi 
Still it to silence, soften it to tears, 

Or wake its laughter. Oh, the play! the playt 
Thf play's the thing! My boy, the play / / 

CUFID {sudden^ hands) 

» Oh, say! 

I know a splendid r61e for you to take, 

And one that always keeps the house awake— 

And calls for pretty dressing. Oh, it's great I 

MAID {excitedly) ^ 

Well, well, what is itl Wherefore make me wait? 

CUPID {tapping bis hrow^ thoughtfully) 

How is it those Unef run—oh, now I know; 

You make a stately entrance—measured—slow— 

To stirring music; then you kneel and say 
Something about-^to hSnour and pbey—* 

For better and for worse—till death do part. 

* 

MAip {angrily) 

Be still, you foolish boy ; that is not art. 

a 

CUPID {seriously) 

She needs great skill who takes the*rdle of hite ” 

In God^s stupeudotts drama human life. 
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ART FERSUS CVJflp 


MAID (suddenly hecming strhus) 

So I once thought 1 Oh» once my very soul 
Was filled and thrilled with dreaming of that r6le« 
Life seemed 8<^ wonderful; it |ield for me 
No purpose^ no ambition, ^ut to be 
Loving and loved. My highest thought of fame 
Was some day bearing my dear lover’s natne. 
Atone, 1 ofttimes uttered it aloud, 

Or %vrote it down, half timid, and ail proud 
To see myself lost utterly in him ; 

As some small star^might joy in growing dim 
When sinking in the sun ; or as the dew, 
Forgetting the brief little life it knew 
In space, might on the ocean’s bosom fall 
And a:ik for nothing—only to give all. 


CUPID (aside) 

Now, thads tffc talk-vit’s music \o my oar 
After that stuff on “art ” and a “career.” 
1 hope sheMl keep it u{a 


MAIDEN (continuing her reverie) 

* ♦ 

Again my dream 

Si^a^yd i n cp changing picture!. I w^uld seem 
To see m^^ in beautiful array 
a Mov^ down the aisle upon my wedding dayi 
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ART CUPID 

And tken I modeit living-room 

With lighted bmp, tnd fragrtnt plants in bloom. 

And books and tewing scattered all abouti 
And joft we two alone. 

CUPID lift giee aside) 

There^s not a doubt 

rn land her yet 1 

. MAIDEN 

My dream kaleidoscope 
Changed still again, and framed love’s dearest hope— 

The trinity.of home; and life was gSod 
And all its deepest meaning understood. 

^Sits* Ust in a dream. Behind scenes a voice sings a 
lutUhy^ “Beautiful Land of Nod.” Cupid in 
ecstasy tiptoA about and clasps his hands in delight,'] 
Another scene I a matron in her prime, 

I saw myself glide peacefully with time 
Into the quiet middle fears, content • 

With simple joys the dear home circle lent. 

My sons and daughters made my diadem ; • 

I saw my happy youth renewed in tfiem. ^ 

The pain of growing old lost all its sting, 

For Xiove sto^ ncar—in Winter, as in Spring. 

[Cupid tiftoes to door and makes a signal Maiden 
starts up ^amatically,] ^ 

’Twas but a dream! I woke all suddenly. 

The world had changed ! And now life means tb me t 
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My art—the stage—excitement and th^crowd— 

The glare of many footlights—and the loud 
Applause of men, as I cry in rzgc, 

** Give me the dagger!” or creep down the stage 
In that sleep-v^lking scene. Oh, art like mine 
Will send the chills down aiverf listener's spine I 
And when I choose, salt tears shall freely flow 
As in the moonlight I cry, " Romeo 1 Romeo! 

Oh, wherefore art thou, Romeo ?** 

Ay, ’til done 

My dream of home life. 

CUPID 

It is hut begun. 

MAIDEN 

The heart but once can dream a drwrm so fair. 

And so henceforth love thoughts I do forswear; 

Since faith in love has crumbled to the dust, 

In fame alone, J put my hope and trust. 

[Cupid at tie doer hechom excitidip Eater 
Jover with outstretched arm,] 

CUPID 

Here’s one wl^o will explain yourself to you 
And make that old sweet dream of love edine true. 
Pife^ ypuf foolish quarrel; time is brief— 

So wa8teno%ore o£ it in doubt or grief. 

[SHfr /ot'ers meet and emhraee.] 



THE pVOLT OF VASHTI 


115 


cupio (in doorway^ 

Warm lip to lip, and heart to beating heartf 
The cast is made—My Lady has her part. 

CURTAIM 


THE REVOLT OF VASHTI 
• (from the drama of mizpah) 

AHASUERAS 

I S this the way to greet thy loving spouse^ 

But now returned from scenes of blood and strife ? 
I pmy thee raise thy veil and let me gaze 
Upon <hat beauty which hath greater power 
To conquer me^han all the arts of war 1 

VASHTI • 

My beauty ! Ay, ny beauty / I do hoy. 

In thy regard, no more an honoured place 
Than yonder marble pillar, or the gold ^ 

And jewelled wine*cup which thf lips (nrrcss. 

Thou wouldst degrade me ^he people’s sight 1 

A,..ASUtRAS 

Degrade thee, Vashti ? leather do I seek 
To show my people who are gathered hSBT 
How, as the consort of so fair a queen, 



U4 the revolt of VASHITI 

e 

\ 

I feel more pride than ai the mighty hing : 

For there be many rnlert on the earthy 

But oilly tffi such queen. Come, raiie thy veil 1 

VASHTI 

Ay! only aw such quec« I queen is one 
Who shares her husband's greatness and his throne. 

1 am no more than yonder dancing girt 
Who struts and smirks before a royal court! 

But I will loose my veil and loose my tongue! 

Now listen, sire—my master and my king ; 

And let thy princes and the court give ear ! 

'Tis time all heard how Vaihti feels her shame. 

AHASUSaAl 

* 

Shame is no word to couple with ^hy name ! 

Shame and a spotless woman may not meet, 

Even in a scnten»:e. Choose another word. 

1 

VASHTI 

Ay, ray lord—there is no synonym 

That can^jive voice to my ignoble state. 

To be a thing for eyes to gazd upour 

Yet held an outcast from thy heart and mind; 

To hear my*beauty praised but not my V/orth $ 
com e and go at Pleasure's beck and call, 
WhiBpWlrod fropi*Wisdom*8 conefam I Think yc 
• Ma/ 
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« 

A noble caUii% for a noble dame ? 

Whfi tny concubine amongat thy train 
Coaid play my royal part as well as I— 

Were she as fair I 

AHasuE:d(T 

Queen Vashti, art thou maJ f 
1 would behead another did he dare 
To 10 besmirch thee with comparison. 

TASHTi (/ff the cour^ 

Gaze now your fill I Behold Queen Vashti's eyes! 

> How*large they gleam beneath her inch of brow 1 
How liHe a great white star, her splendid face 
Shines through tin midnight forest of her hair 
And see the crushed pomegranate of her mouth ! 
Observe her arms, her throat, her gleaming breasts, 
Whereon the royal jewels rise and falli— 

And note the crescent curving of her hips, 

And lovely limbs suggested ’ncath Jicr rotes! 

Gaze, gaze, I say, for these have made h^ t^ucen ! 
She hath no mind, no heart, no dignity, 

Worth royal recognition and regard ; 

But her fair body approbation meets 
And whets the sated appetite of kings t 
Now yc have seen what she was bid to sncfwi 
The <|ueen hath played her part and begs to 
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AHASUERAI 

Ajf Vdshti, go and never more return ! 

Not only hast thou wronged thine own true lord^^ 
And mocked and shamed me in the people’s eyes^ 
But thou h^st wrong4;J^all ffinces and all men 
By thy pernicious and rebellious ways. 

Queens act and subjects imitate* So let 
Queen Vashti weigh her conduct and her words, 
Or be no more called “ queen I” 

VASHTI 

I was a princes* ere I was a queen, 

And worthy of a better fate than this 1 
There lies the crown that made me queen in ^lamc 
Here stands the woman—wife in name alone ! 
Now, no more queen—nor wife-s-but woman still 
Ay, and a woman strong enough to be 
Her own avenger. 


THE CHOOSING OF ESTHER 

« 

'^(from thb prama^of mizpah) 

AH ASP ERAS 

I ^ELL me thy name^ ! 

^ ESTHER 

name, great sire, is Esther. 
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* •» 


AHAaUERAS 

So thou art Eather ? Esther 1 *ds a name 
Breathed into sound as softly as a sigh. 

/{ woman*! name should melt upon the lips 
Like Love's first kisses, |nd th^ countci^nce 
Is fit companion for to sweet a name 1 

ESTHER 

Thoa art^most kind. I would my name and face 
Were mine own making and not accident. 

Then I might feel dated at thy praise, 

Where now I feel confusion. 

AHASUERAS 

Thou hast wit 

As welNas beauty, Esther. Both arc gems 
That do cmbellisii woman in man’s sight. 

Yet they arc gems of second magnitude ! 

Dost thou possess the one great perfect gem— 

The matchless jewelfof the world called kve 1 

ESTHER 

Sire, in the heart of every woman fwclls 
That wondrous perfect gem 1 

AHASUERAS 

, Then, Esther, tpc^kl 
And tell me wjjat is love! I f^n would know 
Thy definition of that raiich-mouthcd word. 

By woman most employed—least understood. 
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ISTHBIl 

Whaucin a humble Jewuh mai 4 en know 
That would instruct a warrior and a king) 

I have but dreamed of love as maidens will 
While thouv hast knojgfu iti/nlnen. All the world 
Lfovcs Great Ahasueras 1 

AUASUERAS 

All the world . 

Fearsjreat Ahasueras ! Kings, my child. 

Are rarely loved as anything but kings. 

Love, as I^sce it,in the court and camp, 

Means seeking royal favour. I would know 
How love is fashioned in a maiden's dreams.« 

EiTREa 

Sire^ love seeks nothing that kings can bestow. 

Love is the king of ail kings here below ; 

Love makes the monarch but a bashful boy, 

Love makes the peasant monarch in his joy; 

Love seeks nc/ place, all places are the same, 

When lighted the radiance of love's flame. 

Who deems proud love could fawn to power and 
splendour 

Hath know-.! not love, but some base-bprn pretender. 

a 

AHASf/ERAS 

If tMrEe love, I Svould know more of it. 

Splak on, fair Esther 1 What is love betide i 
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ISTHBR 

Love is in rH things, all things are In love. 

Love is the earth, the sea, the skies above ; 

Love is the bird, the blossom, and the wind ; 

XiOve hath a million tyt^ y^CjilSve is blia>d ; 

Love is a tempest, awful in its might; 

Love is the silence of a moon-lit night; 

Love is the aim of every human soul ; 

And he who hath not loved hath missed life's goal ! 

AHASVERAt 

But tell roc of thyself, of thine own^drcallte ! 

How woiiltdsc thou love, and how be loved again I 

• ESTHER 

Who m^t doth love thinks least of love's return ; 
She is content tolfecl the passion burn 
In her own bosom, and its sacred lire 
Consumes each selhsh purpose and *desire. 

*Tis in the giving, lofe's b 
Not in the counting of the 

auasubras 

Yet, is there not vast {Tnguish and despair 

In love that finds no answering word or smile ? 

# 

aSTHIR 

So radiant is lofb, it lends a glo^ ^ 

To each dark sorrow and to every woe. 
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To love completely is to part with jAin, 

Nor is there mortal who can love in vain. 

Love its own reward, it pays full measure. 

And in love’s sharpest grief lies subtlest pleasure, t 

^ASUI^AS 

Methinks, a mighty warrior, lord or king 
Must in thy fancy play the lover's part; 

None else could wake such reverential thought 

ESTHER 

When woman loves one born of lowly state, 

Her thought giAts crown and sceptre to her mate ; 
Yet be he king, or chief of some great clan. 

She loves him but as woman loves a man. * 
Monarch or peasant, ’tis the same, I wis * 

When once she gives him love’s strrendering kiss. 


^HONEYMOON^SCENE 

(PR^ THE DRAMA OF MIZPaH) 
AHASUER^S 

W HAT were thy thoughts, sweet Esther ? 
thing*passed 

^gOTS thy face, that for a *moment veiled 
Thy soul from miup,^nd left me desSlatc. 
Thy^houghts were not of me f 


Some- 



HONEYMOON SCENE 

E8TH£ft 

Ay, all of thee I 
I wondered, if in truth, though wert content * 
With me—thy choke. Was there no other one 
Of ail who passed before thee at thy court 
Whose memory pursuesfhec smh regret? 

AHASUER^S 

I do confess I much regret that day 
And wish*! could relive it, 

ESTHER 

Oh ! ^ly lord! 

AIIASUFRAS 

I \ regret those hours I wasted on 
The poor procession that preceded thee. 

Hadac thou comelirst, then all the added wealth 
Of one long day of loving thee were mine— 

A boundless fortune squandered. I'hough I live 
To three score years sfhd ten, as J do hoj>e, 

In wedded love beside thee, that one ^'y 
Was filched from me and cannot be ' estorech 

I^HER 

And then to think how frightened and abashed 
1 hung outsfle thy gates from early morn, 

Not daring to go in and meet thine eyes, 

Till pitying twilight clothed me in her veil. 

And evening walked beside me to thy door. 
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ilHASUERAl 

So it'was thou, fair thie^ who stole that 
And made me poorer, by—how many hours f « 

Full eight, I think. They seemed a hundred then 
And now time flics a hundred times tod fast 

AHASUERAS 

Then eight more kisses do I claim from thee 
This very hour—first tithes of many due. 

I shall exact thase payments as I will, 

And if they be not ready on demand, 
ril lock thee in the prison of my arms, 

Like this— and take them so— ^andsO'^nd sol 

I5THER 

But kings mu8t«thlnk of other things than lore 
And live for other aims than ]iappin6ss« 

I would n^drag thee from thy altitude 
Of mighty ru^r and great conqueror 
To chthee by my side. 

AHASUKRAS " 

Such slaviry 

^ Would please me better* than to conquer earth 
Without thee, Estlier. I have itold cm heights 
^d heard the cheers of multitudes below ; 



HONEYMOON SCBnI 13} 

fljive known tke loneliness of being great. 

Now, let me live and love thee, like a man^ 
Jforgetting 1 am king—^ 

I^am content. 

BSTHBR 

Content is not the patl/Way ti^great de^cds. 

Ai man, 1 hold thee higher than all kings ; 

As king, thou must stand higher than all men 
In other eyes. Let no one say of me : 

She spdiled his greatness by her littleness ; 

She made a languorous lover of a king. 

And silenced war-cries on commanding lips— 

With hoi^yed kisses ; made her wbman^s arms 
Preferred to armour, and her couch to tents, 

Unti? the kingdom, with no guiding hand, 

Plunged down to ruin.** 

• 

AHASUBRAS 

Thou wooldst have me go— 
So soon thy heart hafh wearied ^ 

ESTU£% 

My heart is bursting with its love for thee ( 

Canst thou not feel its fervour ? But great men 
Need wiser^idance than a woman's heurt. 

My pride in thee is equal <o my love, ^ 

And I would have thee greater th^n thou art-— 

Ay, greats than all other men on earth— 
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Though forced long years to feed iriy hungry heart 
On food of memories and wine of tears, 

Wert thou but winning glory and renown. 


AHA5UBRAI 

Thou art most noble, Esther; thou art fit 
To be the consort of a king of king^. 

But I have chewed upon ambition's husks 

And starved for love through all my manhood's years 

And now the mighty gods have seen it fit , 

To spread love’s banquet and to name thee host. 
May 1 not feast my fill ? O Esther, take 
The tempting nectar of those lips away 
And give me wine to rouse the brute in me, 

To make me thirst for blood instead of love 1 
Wine ! Wine 1 I say ! 


ISTHiR 


AhRsucras, wait ! 

Methinks good music is wine turned to sound. 
Here comes t{iy minstrel with an offering 
Pressed from tlV ripened fruit of my fond heart. 
Mine own«the wSrds and mine the melody 
And may u linger longer in thine ear 
Than on thy lip would stay the taste of wine. 
Sing on I , 


MINSTREL 


When from the field returning, 
Love il warrior's yearn big, 
Love in his heart it burning, • 
Love is his dream. 
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Aik not to him of glory, 

Speak not of faces gory, 

Sing of love’s tender story, 

Make it thy theme. 

Sing of his lady’s tresses, « 

Sing of the smile tliat blesses, 
Sing of the sweet caresses, 

And yet again 
Sing of fair children’s faces. 

Sing of the dear home graces, 
Sing till the vacant places, 

Ring with thy ^rain. 

Yet as the days go speeding, 
Shall he arise unheeding 
Love songs or words of pleading, 
Strong in his might! 
Helmet and armour wearing, 
Hies he to deeds of darjng, 

Forth to the battle faring, 

• • 

Back to the^ght. 

Sing now of ranks contending, 
Sing of loud voices blending, ,<• 
Sing of great warriors sending 
Death to their foes! 
|Sing of war missiles hummfhg, 
Strike into martial drumming, 
Sinifof great victorf coming, 

As forth he goes. 
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Back to the battle faring, 

Back into deeds of daringi 
Back to the fight. 

AHA<^17I RAS 
« » c 

No les^ a lover but a greater man 
A better warrior and a nobler king, 

1 will be from this hour for th> dear sake. 


THE COST 


G od finished woman in the twilight hcAir 

And said, “ To-morrow thou shalt find thy place 
Man's complement, the mother of the race*— 

With love the motive power— 

The one compelling power,’’ 

• 

All night she dreamed and wondered. With the light 
^ Her lover came—an4 then she dndcrsiood 
The purpose of her being. Life vvas good 
An'ii^l the world seemed right— 

And nothing was, but rig|?t. 


She had no wjsh for any wider sway: 

By all the questions of the world unvexcd( 
Supremely loving and^ superbly sexed, 

She passed upon her way— 

^Her feminine fair way. 
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But God negl^tedt when He ^shioned man. 
To fhie the molten •plcndonr of his mind . 
With that ftixth sense He gave to womankino. 
» And so He marred His plan— 

A/y marred His own srreat plan. 


She asked so little, and so much she gave, 

That man grew selfish : and she soon became, 

To God^s great sorrow and the whole world’s shame, 
Man’s sweet and patient slave— 

His uncomplaining slave. 


Yet in the nights (oh! nights so dyk and long) 
She clas|fisd her little children to her breast 
And^wept. And in her anguish of unrest 
S^e thought upon her wYong ; 

She knew ^ow great her wrong. 


And one sad hour, she said unto hv heart, 

** Since thou art cauge of all my bitter pain, 

1 bid thee abdicate the throne? let brain 
Rule now, and do his part— 

His masterful, strong part.” 

She* wept no more. By new ambition stirred 
Her ways^d out, to regions strange /nd vast. 
Men stood aside and watched, dismayed, aghast^ 
And all the world dcmuritd-^ 

Misjudged her, and demurred. 
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THE VOICE 


Still on tnd up^ from sphere lo wtdb&inf sphere^ 
Till thorny paths bloomed with the rose of fame. 
Who\nce demurred, now followed with acclaim t 
The hiss died in the cheer— 

The loud applauding cheer. 

I 

* . • 

She stood triumphant in that radiant hoar, 

Man's mental equal, and competitor. 

But ah 1 the cost! from out the hear: of hei 
Had gone love’s motive power— 

Love’s all-compclling power. 


THE VOICE 

1 DREAMED a Voice, of one God-authorised, 
Cried loudly thro* the world, ** Disarm! ‘Disarm. 
And there was consternation in iht camps; 

And men who strutted under braid and lace 

Beat on their mcdulled breasts, and wailed, "Undone 1” 

The word li'as echoed from a fnousand hills, 

And shop and mill, and factory and forge, 
Whcrg^lfrovc the awful industries of death, 

Hushed into silence. Scrawipd upon the doors, 

The passer read, " Peace bids her children starve.** 
But foolish V'omen clasped their little sons 
^ And wept for joy, not reasoning like men. 

, Again the Voice ^oiiimanded: go forth 

Add build a world for Progress and for Peaces 
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This work haf waUcd since the earth was shaped ; 
But men were fighting, and they could not tojje 
The needs of life outnumber needs of death. 

Leave death with God« Go forth, I say, and build.* 

And then a sudden, comfrchcwivc joy* 

Shone in the eyes of men ; and one who thought 
Only of conquests and of victories 
Woke from his gloomy reverie and cried, 

“ Ay, come and build ! I challenge all to try* 

And 1 will make a world more beautiful 
Than Eden was before the serpent came.” 

And like | running dame on western wilds. 

Ambition spread from mind to listening mind, 

Mnd lb ! the looms were busy once again, 

And alEthc earth resounded with men's toil. 

• 

Vast palaces of Science graced the world ; 

Their banquet tables spread with f?asts of truth 
For all who hungered. Music kissed the air. 

Once rent with boom of cannons. Statues gleamed 
From wooded ways, where ambushed armdis hid 
In times of old. The sea and air were gay 
With shining sails that soared from land to land. 

A universal language of the world ^ 

Made natiiiiB kin, and poverty was known 
But as a word marked “obsolete^' like war. 

The arts were ifindlcd with celestial fire; 

New poets sang so Homer's fame grew dim ; 
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And brush and chisel gave the wonciSering race 

Suborner treasures than old Greece displayedt 

Men differed still; fierce argument arose, 

For men are human in this human sphere | 

But unarmed Arbitration stood between 
« 

And Reason settled In a hundred hours 
What War disputed for a hundred years. 

Oh, that a Voice, of one God*authoriscd 
Might cry to all mankind, Disarm 1 Disarm! 


GOD’S ANSWER 


O NCS in a time of trouble and of care 

I dreamed I talked with God about my pain 
With sleepland courage, daring to compLdn * 

Of what I deemed ungracious and utfi'atr. 

** Lord, 1 have grovelled on my knees in prayer 
Hour after hour,” I cried; " yet all in vain $ 

No hand leads up to heights ISvouId attain, 

No path is shown me out of my despair.” 

a'tTfVsercd God ; “Three things I gave to thee— 
Clear brain, brave will, and* strength of mind and 
heart. 

All implements divine, to shape the vi^^y. 

^Tiy shift the burden of th/ toil on Me ? 

Till to the utmost He has done his jfkit 
With ail his might, let no man (fan to pray.” 




When inddenly there rose a mighty host 
Of women, sweeping to4t centtal goal 
As many rivers sweep on to the sea. 

They came from mountains, valleys, and from coasts. 
And from all lands, all nations, and all ranks, 


Speakinif all languages, but thinking one. 
And that one language—Peace. 


* Listen,’ they said, 

And straightway was there silence on the earth, 

For men were dumb with wonder and surprise. 

* Listen, O mighty masters of the world, 

And hear the edict of all womankind : 

Since Christ Hit new commandment gave to men, 
L§ve full two thousand years 

Have passed away, yet earth is red with blood. 

The strong male ru?brs of the tjorld pfbclaim 
Their weakness, when we ask that war shall cease. 
Now will the poor weak women of the 
Proclaim their strength, and say that war shall end 
Hear, then, our edict: Never from this day 
Win any woman on the crust of eartlu * 

Mother al^arrior. Wc ^ave sworn the oath 
And will go byren to the wait^rg^tomb 
Rather than breed strong sons at wars behest, ^ 

Or bring lair daughters into life, to bear 
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The pain of travail, for no end But mr. 
Ay^let the race die out for lack of babes: 
Better a dying race than endless wars! 
Better a silent world than noise of gunt 
And clash of armies. 


• “ LdUg we asked for peace, 
And oft you promised—but to fight again. 

At last you told us, war must ever be 
While men existed, laughing at our plea 
For the disarmament of all mankind. 

Then in our hearts flamed such a mad desire 
For peace on earth, as lights the world at times 
With some great conflagration ; and it sptead 
From distant land to land, from sea to sea, 

Until all women thought as with one mind^ 
And spoke as with one voice ; and now behold ! 
The great Crusading Syndicate of^eace, 

Filling all space with one supreme resolve. 

Give us, O men, your word that war shall end ; 
Disarm the Vorld, gnd we wilf give you sons— 
Sons to construct, and daughters to adorn 
A be^n^iflil new earth, where there shall be 
Fewer and finer people, opul^ce 
And opportunity and peace for all. 

Until you piomise peace no shrill birth-cry 
^ Shall sound again upon the aging earth* 

We wait your aitswtr.” 


While men considered. 


And the world was still 



THE WORLD-CHILD* J4J 

« ’ 


THE WORLD-CHILD 

A t times I »m the mother of the worjd ; 

And mine seem allies sorrows, and its fears. 
•That rose, which in each mother-heart is curled, 

The rose of pitjr, opens with my tears, 

And, waking in the night, I lie and hark 
To the lone sobbing, and the wild alarms, 

Of my World*child, a wailing in the dark : 

The child I fain would shelter in ray arms, 

I call to it (at from another room 
A mother calls, what time she cannot gc) : 
sTcep w^ell, dear world; Love hides behind this 
gloom. 

There is no ncctffor wakefulness or woe, 

The long, long night is almost past an^ gone, 

The day is near.” And yet the world weejs on. 

Again I follow it, throughout the day. 

With anxious eyes I see it trip and fall, 

And hurt itself in many a foolish way: 

Childlike, unheeding warning word or call. 

1 see it grasp^nd grasping, break the toys 
It cried to own, then toss them on (he floor 
And, breathless, hjfrry after fancied joys 
That cease to please, when added to its store. 



THE HEIGHTS 

I fice the lacerations on its hands,^ 

V^Made by forbidden tools; but when it weeps, 
I also weep, as one who understands; 

And having been a child, the memory keeps^ 
Ah, my poor world, however wrong thy part, 
Still is tHerc pity^in mp mother heart. 


THE HEIGHTS 

I CRIED, “ Dear Angel, lead me to the heights, 
And spur me to the top." 

The Angel answered, “ Stop 
And set thy house in order; make it fkir 
For absent ones who may be speeding therp. 

Then will we talk of heights/* , 

I put my house in order. “ Nbw lead on I'* 

The Angel said, “ Not yet; 

Thy gfrden is beset 

By thorns and tares; go weed it, so all those 
Who come to gaze may find the un vexed rose ; 
Then will we journey on." S- 

1 weeded well my garden? "All is done/* 

The Angel shook his head. 

" A*beggar stands,** he said, 

" Outside thy gates; till thou hast given heed 

a 

And soothed Kis*sorrow, and supplied his need. 

Say not that all is done/* 



^‘THE .HOUSE OF JULIA H5 

The beggar feft Inc singing. “ Now at last— 

At last the path is clear/’ 

“ Nay, there is one draws near 
•Who seeks, like thee, the difficult highway. 

He lacks thy courage ; cheer him through the day. 
Then will we erj^f * At iast I’ ” * 

1 helped my weaker brother. “ Now tlie heights; 
Oh, guide me, Angel, guide !** 

The Presence at my side, 

With radiant face, said, “Look, where are we now r” 
And lo ! we stood upon the mountain’s brow— 
The heights, the shining heights! 


ON SEEING “THE HOUSE OF JULIA” AT 

liERCULANEUM 

N ot great V'esuvius, in all his ire, 

Nor all the centuries, could tilde your shame. 
There is the little wfndow wher^ you came. 

With eyes that woke the demon of desire, 

A^d lips like rose leaves, fashioned out ofISre ; 

And from the lava l^aps the molten flame 
Of your old sins. The walls cry out your name 
Your face seems rising from the funerai pyre. 

There must have dwelt, within your fated town, 

Full many a Virtuous dame, a*nd noble wife 
Who’made your beauty seem as star ;o sun ; 
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How strange the centuries have'hinged down 
Your name, fair Julia, of immoral life, 

And left the others to oblivion. 


A PRAYER 

M aster of sweet and loving lore. 
Give us the open mir.d 
To know religion means no more, 

No less, than being kind. 

Give us the comprehensive sight 
That sees another's need ; 

And let our aim to set things right 
Prove God inspired our creed. 

Give us the soul to know out,,kin 
That dwell in Hock aitd herd, 

'Phe voice to hght man's shameful sin 
Against the beast and bird. 

Give us a heart with love so fraught 
^ For all created things, 

That even our unspoken thought 
Bears healing on its wings. 

Give us religion that will cope 
With life's colossal woes, 

And turn a radiant face of hope 
On troops of pigmy foes 
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Give uf thtf mastery of otir fa^e 
In thoughts so warm and white, 

They stamp upon the brows of haie 
Love's glorious seal of light. 

Give us the strong courageous fcith 
That makes of pain a friend, 

And calls the secret word of de.uh 
“Beginning,” and not “end,” 


WHAT IS RIGHT LIVING f 

W HAT is right living f Just to do your best 
When worst seems easier. To bear the ills 
( 5 f daily life with patient cheerfulness 
Nor wa5*te dear time recounting them. 

To talk 

Of hopeful things when doubt is in the air. 

To count your blessings often, giving thanks. 

And to accept your sorrows silently, 

Nor question why you suffer. To accept 
The whole life as one perfected plan. 

And welcome each evcAt as part of it. 

To work, and love your work ; to trust, to pray 
For larger ^efulness and clearer sight. * 

This is rignt living, pleasing in God's eyes. 
Though you be llcathen, heretic*or Jew. 



JUSTICE 



JUSTICE 


H owever inexplicable may seem 

Event and ciicumstance upon this earchi 
Though favours fal| on tj^pse none esteem, 
And insult and indifference greet worth ; 
Though poverty repays the life of toil, 

And riches spring where idle feet liave trod, 
And storms lay waste the patiently tilled ^oil— 
Vet Justice sways the universe of God. 


As undisturbed the stately stars remain 
Beyond the glare of day's obscuring light, 

So Justice dwells, though mortal eyes in vain 
Seek it persistently byreason*8 sight. 

But when, once freed, the illumined soul looks out. 
Its cry will be, ** O God, how could 1 doubt I" 


TIME’S GAZE 

T ime looted me in the eyes w'hilc passing by 
The milestone of the year. That piercing gaze 
Was both an accusation and reproach. 

No speech was needed.* In a sorrowings look 
More meaning lies than in complcining words, 

And silence hurts as keenly as reproof. , ^ 
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Oh, opuleniP, kind giver of rich honrs, 

How have I used thy benefiti I A» babea 
Unstring a necklace, laughing at the sound 
• Of priceless jewels dropping one by one, 

So have 1 laughed while precious moments rolled 
Into the hidden Cornell of the past. 

And 1 have let large opportunities 
For high endeavour move unheeded by, 

While little joys and cares absorbed my strength. 
And yet, dear Time, set to my credit this; 

Net ine tukiie hour have I madt bUtk U'i'h h&tty 

Nfir msbed $nt hvmg creature augkt hut good, 

m 

Be patient with me. Though the sun slants west, 
, Tht day has not yet finished, and I feel 
Necessity for action and resolve 
Bear in upon my consciousness. I know 
The earth’s eternal need of earnest souls, 

And the great hunger of the worldT for Lo\ c. 

1 know the goal toahigh achievement lies 
Through the dull pathway of self-conquest first; 
\,And on the stairs of little duties done * 

Wc dimb to joys that stand thy test. O Time, 
Be patient with me, and another day, 

Perchance, in passing by, thine eyes giay smile. 
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. C’ 

THE WORKER AND THE WORK 

I N wh^t I do I note the marring flaw, 

7 'hc imperfections of the work I see » 

Nor ;^m I one who rather do than /r, 

Since its reversal is Creation’s bw. 

Nay, since there lies a better and a worse, 

A lesser and a larger, in men*s ' 4 etv, 

I would be belter than the thing I do, 

As God is greater than His universe. 

He shaped Himself before He shaped one wrrld 
A million eons, toiling day and night, 

He built Himself to majesty and might, 

Before the planets into space wxrc hurled. 

And when Creaiion’s early was done, 

What crude beginnings oat of chaos came— 

A formJ*t;ss nebula, a wavering flame, 

An errant comet, a voratitus sun. 

And, still unable to perfect His plan, 

* What awful creatures at His touch found birth— 
Those protoplasmic n.onstcrs of the earth, 

That owned the world before He fashioned Man, 

And now, behold the poor unfinishesj^state 
Of this, His^latest masterpiece ! i hen why, 
Seeing the flaws in my own work, should I 
Be troubled that no voice proclaims it great ? 
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Before me lie the cycling rounds of years; 

With this small earth will die the thing I do : 

The thing I am, goes journeying onward through 
A diillion lives, upon a million spheres. 

My work I build, as best 2^an ^hd may, 

Knowing all mortal effort ends in dust. 

I build myself, not as I may, but must, 

Knowing, or good, or ill, that self must stay. 

Along the ages, out, and on, afar, 

Its journey leads, and must perforce be made. 
Likewise its choice, with things of Aamc and shade, 
Of op the path of light, from star to star. 

w • 

When alh these solar systems shall disperse, 

Perchance thisiabour, and this self-control. 

May find reward ; and my completed soul 
Will fling in space, a little universe. 


ART THOU ALIVE ? 

} 

>1 

A rt thou alive? Nay, not too soon reply, 

Tho’ hand, and foot, and lip, and tar, and eye, 
Respond, aj^ do thy bidding yet may be 
Orim death has d^ne his direst work ^Vith thee. 

Life, as God gives it is a thing apart 
From active body and from beating heart. 
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^ ART THOU AUVS ? 

t 

It is the vital spark, the unseen fire, 

That moves tlic mind to reason and aspire; 

It is the force that bids emotion roll, 

In mighty billows from the surging souh 

It is the light that*^growc from hoar to hour, 

And floods the brain with consciousness of power ; 
It is the spirit dominating all, 

And reaching God with its imperious call, 

Until the shining glory of His face, 

Illuminates each sorrowful, dark place; 

It is the truth that sets the bondsman free. 
Knowing he will be what he wills to jjc. 

With its unburied dead the earth is sad. 

Art thou alive 1 proclaim u and be glad. 

Perchance the dead may hear thee and arilc, 
Knowing they live, and here is Peiadisc. 


TO*DAY 

LCjVE this age of energy and force, 

X Expectantly I greet ^ach pregnant hour 5 
Emerging from the all-crcativc source. 

Supreme; with promise, imminent with power* 
The strident whistle and the clanging 

The noise bf gongs, the rush ^f motottd things 
^ Arc but the prophet voices which foretell 

A time when thought may use unfettered wings. 



TO-DAY 
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Ti)o long the drudgery of earth has been 
A btnier 'twixt man and his own mind. 
Remove the itone^ and lo 1 the Christ within ; 

• For He is there, and who so seeks shall find. 
The Great Inventor is the Modern Priest. 

He paves the pathwr^ to athigher^oal. 

Once from the grind of endless toil released 
Man will explore the kingdom of his soul. 

And all this restless rush, this strain and strife, 
This noise and glare is but the fanfarade 
That ushers in the more majestic life 

Where faith shall walk with science, unafraid, 
1 feel thfli strong vibrations of the earth, 

I sense the coming of an hour snblime, 

Ani bless the star chat watched above my birth 
And let me live in this important time. 


THg LADDER 

U NTO each mortal who comes to earth 
A ladder is given by God, at birth, 

And up this ladder the soul must go. 

Step by step, from the valley below; 

Step by step, to the centre of space, ^ 

On thi^adder of lives, to the Starting Place, 

♦ * 

In time departed (which yet endures) 

1 shaped my ladder, and you shaped yours. 
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THE lADJy^ 

< 

Whatever they- arc—they arc what we maae : 
A ladder of light, or a ladder of shade, 

A ladder of love, or a hateful thing, 

A ladder of strength, or a wavering string. • 
A ladder of gold, or a ladder of straw, 

Each is the ladder of«lghteou> taw, 

Wc flung them away at the call if death, 

VVe took them again with the next live breath. 

For a keeper stands by the great birth-gates ; 

As each soul passes, its ladder waits. 

Though mine be narrow, and yours be broad, 

On my ladder alone can 1 climb to God. 

On your ladder alone can your feet ascei 

For none mav borrow, and none nuv lend. 

\ 

If toil and trouble and pain aroi'^^ound, 

Twisttd and corded, to form each round, 

If rusted i?on or mouldering wood 
Is the fragile frame, you nsjst make it good. 
You must build it over and fashion it strong, 
Thodgh the task be hard as your life is long ; 
For up this ladder the pa^thway leads 
To earthly pleasures and spirit needs j 
And all t*hat may come in another way 
Shall be but illusion, and will not sta 

In useless effort, then, w.i8tc no time ; 

Rebuild your ladder, and climb and climb. 
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WHO IS A CHRISTIAN ? 


W HO is a Christian in this Christian land 
Of many churches and of lofty spires ? 

Not he who sits in soft u^olstcrcd pews 
Bought by the profits of unholy greed. 

And looks devotion, while he thinks of gain* 

Not he who sends petitions from the lips 
That lie to-morrow in the street and mart. 

Not he who fattens on another’s toil, 

And flings his unearned riches to t^c poor, 

Or aids th« heathen with a lessened wage, 

And builds cathedrals with an increased rent, 

• • 

Christ, with Thy great, sweet, simple creed of love, 
How must Thdh weary of Earth’s Christian ” clans, 
Who preach salvation through Thy saving blood • 
While planning slaughter of their fellow men. 

Who is a Christian? It is one^hose life 
Is built on love, on kindness and on faith^ 

Who holds his brother as his other self; 

Who toils for justice, equity and PEACE, 

And hides no aim or purpose in his heart 
That will not chord with universal g(?od. 

Thougl^e be pagan, heretic of JcV, 

That man is Christian and beloved of Christ. 
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THE GOAL, 


THE GOAL 


A ll your wonderful inventions, 
All your houses vast and tall, 
All y;our great gun-fronted vessels, 
Every forf and*cvcry wall* 

With the passing of the ages, 

They shall pass and they ihall fall. 

As you sit among the idols 
That your avarice gave birth, 

As you count the hoarded treasures 
That ^ou think of priceless wofth, 
Time is digging tombi> to hide them 
In the bosom of ;he earth. 

There shall come a great coavulsloe 
Or a rushing tidal wave, 

Or a Behind of mighty thunderi 
From a subterranean (Cave, 

And a boasting world's possessions 
^Shall be buried in one grave. 

From the Centuries of Silence 
We arc bringing back again 
Buried vase and bust and column 
And t]>e gods they worshipped tk n* 
In the strange unmentioned Uciei 
Built by prehistoric men. 
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, THE SPUR 

Did they steal, and lie, and slaughter I 
Did they steep their souls in shame ? 
Did they sell eternal virtues 
Just to win a passing fame ? 

Did they give the gold of honour 
For the tinsel c%a name ? * 

We arc hurrying altogether 
Toward the silence and the night ; 
There is nothing worth the seeking 
*But the sun-kissed moral height — 
There is nothing worth the doing 
But the doing of the righL 


THE SPUR 

I ASKED the beside the road what joy existence 
lent. ^ ^ 

It answered, *'For a million yean my^neart has been 
content.'* 

1 asked the truffle-seeking swine, as roo^ng by he 
went, 

** What is the keynote oPyour life V' He grunted out, 

« Contest" 

1 asked a slave, who toiled and sung, just what his sing* 

ing ^ 

He plodded on hft changeless way, and said, ** 1 am 
contents" 
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f 

1 asked a plutocrat of greed, on what hi$ thoughts were 
bent, 

He chinked the silver in his purse, and said, ** I am 
content.* ^ 

I asked the mightv forest tree from whence its force 
was sent. 

Its thousand branches spoke as one, and said, “Froin^ 
discontent/’ 

I asked the message speeding on, by what great law was 
rent 

God’s secret from the waves of space. It said, “ From 
discontent/* ^ 

I 

I asked the marble, where the works of God and man^ 
were blent. 

I 

What brought the statue from the block. It answered, 

“ Discontent.’' 

I asked an mfgel, looking down on earth with gaze 
intent, c 

How man should rise to larger growth. Quoth he, 
“ThH&ugli discontent." 


AWAKENED I 

S LOWLY the Pcojjle waken : they haveXjeen, 
Like weary soldiers, sleeping in hicir tenta, 
While traitors tiptoed through the silent camp 
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.AWAKENED! 

• 

Intent on plunder. Suddenly a sound-— 

A careless movement of too bold a thief— 

Starts one dull sleeper ; then another stirs, 

A third cries out a warning, and at last 
The people arc awake! Oh, when as one 
The many rise, united ard alort, * 

With Justice for their motto, they reflect 
The mighty force of God's Omnipotence. 

And nothing stands before them. Lusty Greed, 
Tyrannical Corruption long in power, 

And smirking Cant (whose right hand robs and slays 
So that the left may dower Church and School), 
Monopoly, whose mandate took T<»1 
The MotfiCr Earth, that Idleness might loll 
And*brecd the Monster of Colossal Wealth— 

All ihVse roust fall before the gathering Force 
Of public indignation. That old strife 
Which marks the progress of each century, 

The war of Right with Might, is on once mure, 

And shame to him%ho does not lake his ^tanJ. 

This it the weightiest moment of all tim^ 

And on the issues of the present hour 
A nation's honour and a country's peace, 

A People's future, ay, a World’s, depends. 

• • 

Until the vital questions of the day, 

Are so^d and settled, and the spendthrift thieves 
Who rob the coffers of the saving poor 
led Irom fashion's feasts to prison fare, 



SHADOWS . 
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And taught the saving grace of honest work— 
Till Labour claims the privilege of toil 
And toil the proceeds of its labour shares^ 
Let no man sleep, let no man dare to sleep) 


SHADOWS 

I AM sorry in the gladness 

Of the joys that crown my da^s. 
For the souls that sit in sadness 
Or walk uninviting w'ays 

On the r;.iiance of my labour 
That a loving iate bestowed, 

Falls the shadow of my neighbour, 
Crushed beneath a thankless load. 

As the canticle of pleasure 
From my lovdit altar rolls, 
The-^^is one discordant measure, 

As 1 thii^k of homcle^ souls. 

Arvd 1 know that grim old story, 
Preached from pulpits, is not so, 

For no God could sit in glory 
And see sinners writhe below. 

In that great eternal Centre 
Where-all Jmman life has birth, 
Boundless love and pity enter 
And flow downward to the earth; 



THE|N£W COMMANDMENT i6i 

f 

And all $6uls ia sin or sorrow 
Are but passing through the night, 

And I know on some to-morrow 
God will love them into light. 


THE NEW COMMANDMENT 

** Lft go tht Cross '*— Gertrude Runshon. 

I HEARD a strange voice in the distance calling 
As from a star an echo might be falling. 

It spoke {pur syllables, concise and brief, 

Charged with a God-sent message of relief: 

» • 

Lft gf thi cross! Oh, you who cling to sorrow, 
Hark to the new command and comfort borrow. 

Even as the Master left His cross below 
And rose to Paradise, let go, let go. 

Forget your wrongs, your troubics and your losses, 
For with the tools of thought we build <niur crosses. 

Forget your griefs, all^grudges and all fear 
And enter Paradise—its gates are near. 

Heaven is a jealm by loving souls created, 

And hd,l was fashioned by the hearts that hated. 

Love, hope andTtrust; believe all joys are yours. 
Life pays'the soul whose confidence endures. 



i 62 summer DREAM^ 

« 

The blows of adverse fate, by Ui'ger pleasurei^ 
As after storms the soil yields fuller measures. 

Let go the cross; roll self—the stone—away 
And dwell with Love in Paradise to-day. 


SUMMER DREAMS 


W HEN the Summer sun is shining, 

And the green things push and grow. 
Oft my heart runs over measure, 

With its fle^ving fount of pleasure, 

As I feel the sea winds blow' ; 

Ah, then life is good, I knou% 


And 1 think of sw'ect birds buiymg, 
And of vn!]>!rcn fair and free ; 

sun-kissed meadows, 
And of tender twilight shadows, 

And of boSs upon the sea. 

Oh, then life seems good to me I 

Then unbidden and unwanted, 
Comc^thc darker, sadder sight]; 
City shop anS stifling alley, 

Where misfortune’s children rally ; 
And the hot crime-breedingnighti, 
And the dcarili of God’s dellglus, • 



THE,/BREAKING OF CHAINS i6 

And 1 think of narrow pri»on« 

Where unhappy songbirds dwell, 

And of cruel pens and cages 
Where some captured wild thing rages 
Like a madman in his cell, 

In the Zoo, thc,;y#ild^bcasts* licll. 

And I long to lift the burden 
Of man’s selfishness and sin ; 

And to open wide earth’s treasures 
Of God’s storehouse, full of pleasure-!, 

For my dumb and human kin. 

And to ask the whole wo^rld in. 


,TIIE BREAKING OF CHAINS 


B ETWKEN'^c ringing of bells and the musical 
clan of chimes 

i A- V ^ I 

I hear a sound like the breaking of chains, all through 
these Christmas tihics. , 

For the thought of the world is waking out of a slumber 
deep and long, 

And the race is beginning to understand how Right can 
master Wrong. 

And the eyes of the world are opening wide, and great 
are t^ truths they see ; ^ 

And thr heart of®the world is singing a song, and its 
burden is ** Be free !” ^ 
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Now the thought of the world Und the wish of the 
world and the song of the world will make 

A force so strong that the fetters forged for a million 
years must break. c 

Fetters of superstitious fear have bound the race to 
creeds ^ 

That hindered the up\Nard march of man to the largew 
faith he needs. 

Fetters of greed and pride have made the race bow 
down to kings ; 

But the pompous creed and the costly throne must 
yield to simpler things. 

The thought of the world has climbed abbve old paths 

for centuries trod ; • » ^ 

* 

And cloth and crown no longer mean thef vested 
power of God.’* ^.. 

The race no longer bends beneath the weight of Adam’s 

^ 

But stands erect and knows itself the Maker’s first of 
kin. 

And the need of the world and the wish of the world 
and the song of the w'orld I hear, 

All through the clanging and clashing of bells, this 
Christmas j’mp o’ the year ; 

And I hear a sound like the breaking of chains, and it 
seems to say*to me, ^ \ 

the voice of One who spoke of old, “ The Truth 
shall make men free,** 
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DECEMBER 

U PON December’s windy portico 

’ The Old Year stood, and looked out where the 
sun ^ 

Went wading down the Wesc^^hrbugh drifting clouds, 
•** I, too, shall sink full soon to rest,” he sighed, 

"And follow where my children’s feet have trod ; 

Brave January, beauteous May and June, 

My lovely daughters, and my valiant sons, 

All, all save one, have left me for that bourne 
Men call the Past. It seems but yesterday 
1 saw fair August, laughing with the Sea, 

^ Snaring the Earth with her seductive wiles, 

AnS hiahing conquest, even of the Sun. 

Yet has she gone, and left me here to mourn.” 

Then spake December, from an open door : 

" Father, the night grows cold ; come in and rest. 

Sit with me here beside this glowing grate ; 

1 have not left thee ; ^ou art not '^one ; 

My house is thine ; all warm with love and flight, 

And bright with holly and with cedar sweet. 

My stalwart arm in thin^! to lean upon { 

The feast is spread, I only wait for thee ; 

God smiles upon thy dead, smile thdu7n me.” 

Then through the open door the Old Year passed 
And dajifness settkd on the outer world. 


12 
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"THE way;' I 


"THE WAY” 


H owever certain of the way thou art, ^ 

Take not the self-appointed leader’s part, 

Follow no iLan, and no man be led, 

And no man lead. Jwake^ and go ahead. 

Thy path, though leading straight unto the goal, 

Might prove confusing to another soul. 

The goal is central; but from east, and west, 

• ^ 

And north, and south, we set out on the quest; 
From lofty mountains, and from valleys low 

How could all *^nd one common way to go ? ^ 

% 

Lord Buddha to the wilderness was brought^ 
Lord Jesus to the Cross. And yet, think not ‘ 
By solitude, or cross, thou canst achieve, 

' €r*’ 

Lest in thine own true Self thou dost believe. 


• Know thou art One, with life’s Almighty Source, 
Then arc thy feet set on the pertain Course. 

Nor does it matfcr if thou feast, or fast, 

Or what thy creed—or where thy lot is cast; 


In halls of pleasure or in crow'ded mart, 

In city streefs, or from all fhen apart-— 

Thy path lea(}s to the Light; and peace and po^ct 
Shall be thy portion, growing hour by hour. 


Follow no maq, agd by ho man be ksd. 

And no man lead, But know gnd go aheam^ 
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Ifift LEADER TO BE 
THE LEADER TO BE 


W HAT shall the leader be in that great day 

When wc who sleep and dream that we are 
slaves • 

Shall wake and know that Liberty is ours ? 

•Mark well that word—not yours, not mine, but ours. 
For through the mingling of the separate streams 
Of individual protest and desire. 

In one united sea of purpose, lies 
The course to Freedom. 


^ When Progpession takes 

Her undisputed right of way, and sinks 
Th^ ol<| traditions and conventions where 
They may not rise, what shall the leader be ? 


Np mighty warrior skilled in crafts of war, 
Solving earth's fertile furrows with dead men 
And staining crimson ^od's cerulean sea, 

To prove his prowess to a shuddering world. 


Nor yet a monarch with a silly crown 
Perched on an empty head, an in-bred heir 
Tc^’icnseless titles and anemic blood. 

uy • 

'■i 


No rulerj^urchased by the perjured votes 
Of strivmg demagogues whose god is gold. 
Not 0ne of these shall lead to Liberty, 
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r 

■ 

The weakness of the world cries out for strength* 
The sorrow of the world cries out for hope. 

Us sud'ering cries for kindness. 


He who leads 

Must then be strong »ncM.opeful as the dawn 
That rises unafraid and full of joy 
Above the blackness of the darkest night. 

He must be kind to every living thing ; 

Kind as the Krishna, Buddha and the ChrUt, 

And full of love for all created life. 

Oh, not in war shall his great prowess He, 

Nor shall he find^is pleasure in the chase. 

Too great for slaughter, friend of man and*beast, 
Touching the borders of the Unseen Realms » , 
And bringing down to earth their mystic fires * 

7'o light our troubled pathways, wise kind 
And human to the core, so shall he be, 

The coming leader of the coming time. 


THE GREATER LOVE 

li % 


H ear tl^pu my prayer, great God of opulence 
Give me "no blessings, save as recompense 
Fr'T&^Kioings ^high 1 lovingly bestow v 

On needy stranger or on suffering* foe. \ 

If Wealth, by chance, should on my path appear, 
Let Wisdom and Benevolence stand near, 
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i4ib greater love 

f 

And Chanty within my porul wait. 

To guard me from acquaintance intimate. 

Vet in this intricate great art of living 
Guide me away from misdirected giving, 

And show me how to spu'«ifhes laggarSl soul 
To strive alone once more to gain the goal. 

Repay my worldly efforts to attain 
Only as ^develop heart and brain ; 

Nor brand me with the ** Dollar Sign '* above 
A bosom void of sympathy and love. 

If on thc»carrying winds my name be blown 
^'0 |ny land or time beyond my ow^n, 

Let ip not be as one who gained the day 
By crow^ing^pthcrs from the chosen way ; 
Rather as one who missed the highest place 
Pausing to cheer spent runners in the race. 

To do—to have—y lesser than to BE : 

I'hc greater boon I ask, dear Go^ from Thee. 


THANK GOD FORJ^IFE 

T hank God for Hfc, in such an age ^ th it, 
^ich wlth^he promises of Setter things. 

Thank Go4 for being part of this great nation*s heart, 
Whose strong pulsations are not ruled by kings. 
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THANK GOD FOR‘liPE 

« 

Oar thanks for fearless and protesting speech 

When cloven hoofs show *ncath the robes of state. 
For us no servile song of ** Kings can do no wrong/' 
Not royal birth, but worth, makes rulers great. * 

Thank God for peace •wiThin our border lands, 

And for the love of peace within each soul. 

Who thinks on peace has wrought, mosaic-squares of 
thought 

In the foundation of our future goal. ^ 

Our thanks for love, and knowledge of love’s laws. 

Love is a greater power than vested ' 

Love is the central source of all enduring force. 

Love is the law that sets the whole world rigllt, ^ ^ 


Our thanks for that increasing torch of light 
.The tireless hand of science holds abroad. 

And may its growing blaze shine on all hidden ways 
Till man beholciiiP.the silhouette of God. 


TIME ENOUGH 

^ « 

T KNOW it is early morning, 

^nd''nope* is tailing aloud. 

And your heart is afire with Youth's desire 
To hurry along with the crowd. 
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But linger a^ir by the roadside, 

And lend a hand by the way, 

*Tis a curious fact that a generous act 
* Brings leisure and luck to a day. 

I know it is only the noontyi^^— 

There is chance enough to be kind ; 

But the hours run fast when noon has passed 
And the shadows are close behind. 

So think while the light is shining, 

And act ere the set of the sun, 

For the sorriest woe that a soul can know 
Is^to think what it might have done. 

1 know it is almost evening, 

% •Blt^the twilight hour is long. 

If you listen and heed each cry of need 
You fflirWght full many a wrong. 

For when we have finished the journey 
We will all look back and say : 

“ On life’s long mffic there was uaathing worth while 
But the good we did by the way.** « 


NEW YEAR’S DAY 


m 

W HEN with chingingjjj^ftW^ ringing 
^omes the year’s?nitialaay, 

T can feel the rhythmic swinging 
Of the world upon its way | 



, NEW YEAR'S DK'/' 

t 

« 

And though Right still wears a fetter 
And though Justice still is blind, 
Timers beyond is always better 
Than the paths he leaves behind. 

In our rons of c^^tence, 

As we circle through the night, 

\\'e annihilate the distance 

^Twixt the darkness and the light- 
From beginnings crude and lowly. 

Round and round our souls have trod 
Through the circles, winding slowly 
Up to knowledge and to God, 

With each century departed ^ 

Some old evil found a tomb, 

Some old truth was newdy started 
In propitious soil to bloom. ^ 

With each epoch some condition 
That has handicapped the race 
(Worn-ou^reed or supert,tiiion) 
tfnto knowledge yields its place. 

Though in folly and in blindness 
And rn sorrow still We grope, 

Yet in man’s increasing kindness 
Lies the T/orld’s stupendous aope ; 

J«ii'.,.est hour of errors 
Is as radiant as the dawn, <*- 
Set beside the awful terrors 
Of the ages that have gone* 
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IN OLD ART GALLERY 

• * 

And above the sad world's sobbing, 

And the strife of clan with clan, 

I can hear the mighty throbbing 
Of the heart of God in man ; 

And a voice chants through the c^hiniing 
Of the bells, and seems* to say. 

We are climbing, we arc climbing. 

As we circle on our way. 


IN AN OLD ART GAi^LERY 

B efore the statue of a giant Hun, 

There stood a dwarf, misshapen and uncouih. 
H is*lifted eyes seemed asking : ‘'Why, in sooth, 
Waaf-^i^iK*- fashioned like this mighty one f 
Would God show favour to an older son 

Like earthly kings, and beggar without ruth 
Another, who«iinned only bvjiis youth ? 

Why should two lives in such divergence run ?" 

Strange, as he gazed, that from a vanished past 
No memories revived of w'ar and strife. 

Of misused prowess, and 4ftf*broken law. 

That old Hun's spirit, in the 3warf re-cast, 

Lived out the sequence of^rv^lfTRiy iffc. 

0 It fvas Ihe jtatue cf' himself he saw ! 
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THE DECADENfT^ 


TRUE BROTHERHOOD 


G od, what a world, if men in street and mat 
Felt that same kinship of the human heart 
Which makes themf^JHHhe face of flame and fioo* 
Rise to the meaning of true Brotherhood ! 


THE DECADENT 

A mong Jjlie virllc hosts he passed along, 
Conspicuous for an undetcrminql grace 
Of sexless beauty. In his form and face 
God's mighty purpose somehow had gone 
Then on his loom, he wove a careful song. 

Of sensuous threads; a wordy wefbf lace 
Wherein the primal passions of the race 
And his own sins made wonder for the throng. 

A little pen prick opened up a vein, 

And gave the finished mesh a crimson blot-^ 

The lasi consummate <ouch of studied trt 
But those who knew strong passion and keen pain, 
Looked through and through the pattern and found 

* ,v 

One single great emotion of ahe hearty 
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LORD, SPEAK AGAIN 


W HEN God had formed the Universe, He thought 
Of all the marvels therein to be wrought 
And to His aid then Motherhci'^dfl^waB br&ught. 


** My lesser self, the feminine of Me, 

She will go forth throughout all time,** quoth He, 
And make My world what 1 would have It be. 


** For I am weary, having laboured so. 

And for a cycle of repose would go • 

Into that silonce which but God may know. 


“llCrAtfe I leave the rounding of My plan 
To Mot herhood ; and that which 1 began 
Let womairTnish in perfecting man. 


**She is the soil : the human Mother Earth : 
She is the sun, that cafh the seed to ‘vnh. 
She is the gardener, who knows its worth. 


"From Me, all seed, of asiy kind must ^ring. 
Divin# the growth such seed and soil wu'll bring. 
For all is Me, and I am everything.^ 

Thus having spoken to Himself aloud; 

His glo^ous face upon His breast He bowed, 
And ^ught repose behind a wall of cloud. 
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Come forth, O God! though great Thy thought and 
good, 

In shaping woman for true Motherhood, 

Lord, speak again ; she has not understood. 


The centuries* pass: li^pyclcs roll along— 

The earth is peopled with a mighty throng, 

Yet men arc fighting and the world goes wrong. 


Lord, speak again, ere yet it be too late, 

Unloved, unwanted souls come through earth's gate : 
The unborn child is given a dower of hate# 


Thy world progrA^scs in all ways save one. 

In Motherhood, for which it was begun, * 

Lord, Lord, behold how little has been done ! ^ 

Children are spawned like fishes in the sand. 

With ignorance and crime they fill the^and. 

Iiord, speak again, till mother^ understand. 

It is not all of Motherhood to k* jw 
Conception* pleasure or deliverance woe. 

Who plants the seed should help the shoot to grow. 

Better a barren soil than weeB and tare. 

Or sickly plants that die for want of care 
In poisonous jungles, void of sun and air. 

True Motherhodd is not alone to biycd 
The human race ; it is to know and heed 
Its holiest purpose and its highest need. 
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MY HEAVEN / 

Lord, speak again, so woman shall be stirre 
With the full meaning of that mighty word 
True Motherhood. She has not rightly heard. 


MY HEAW 

U nhoused in deserts of accepted thought, 
And lost in jungles of confusing creeds, 

My soul strayed, homeless, finding its own needs 
Unsatisfied with what tradition taught. 

The pros and cons, the little ifs and ands, 

The but^and maybe, and the this and that, 

On which the churches thicken and grow fat, 

1 ioaitJb^but structures built on shifting sands. 

And heavens were strange and far away. 

And all their hells were made of human hate ; 
And since for death 1 did not care to wait, 

A heaven I fashione^^or myself one day. 

• 

Of happy thoughts I built it stone by stont, 

With joy of life I draped each spacious room, 
With love's great lighft I drove awa)*all gloom, 
And in the centre I made^God a throne. 

And this dear heaven I set within ray heart, 

And carried it about with me aitvay, ^ 

Aft# then the changing dogmas of the day 
Seemed alien to my thoughts and held no part. 



LIFE 


Now as 1 my heaven from place to place 
I find new rooms by love^ revealing light, 
And death will give me but a larger sight 
To sec my palace spreading into space^ 


LIFE 

O N a bleak, bald hill with a dull Wf^rld under. 
The dreary world of the Commonplace, 

I have stood when the whole w'orld seemed a blunder 
Of dotard Time, in an aimless race. 

With w'orry aV^'Ut me and v*, ant before me— 

Yet deep in my soul was a rapture spring 
I'hat made me cry to the grey sky o*er me : f 
^‘Oh, I know this life is a goodly thing * * 

I have given sv^cct years to a thankle^TtfUiy 

While cold and starving, though clothed and fed, 
For a young heart’s hunger for joy and beauty 
Is harder tojbcar than thc^ffced of bread. 

I have watched the wane of a sodden season, 

Which let hope wither, and made care thrive, 

And thfoug|i it all, without earthly reason, 

J have thrilled with the glory of being alive. 

And now 1 stan^ by the great sea’s splendour, 
Whcrc^^we- add beauty feed heart and eye. 

The brilliant light of the sun grows tender 
As it slants to the shore of the by and by. 
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♦GOD’S KIN - / 

I prise each hour as a golden trcasu 

A pearl Time drops from a broken stRng : 

And all my ways are the ways of pleasure, 

And I know this life is a goodly ^iing. 

And I know, too, that not in. jJ^eciri^, 

Or having, or doing the things we would, 

Lies that deep rapture that comes from being 
At OMC with the Purpose which made all good. 

And not frQm Pleasure the heart may borrow 
That rare contentment for which we strive, 

Unless through trouble, and want, and sorrow 
luhas thrilled with the glory of b*cing alive. 


GOD’S KIN 

T here is no summit you may not attain, 

No purpose which you may not yet achieve. 
If you will wait s«»ncly and belicxT 
Each seeming loss is but a step toward gain. 

Between the mountain-U)p$ lie vale and plain ; 

Let nothing make you question, doubt or grieve 
Give only good, and gooTalot!^ receive ; 

And as you welcome joy, so wclcoTne pain, 

t 

That which youlnost desire awaits your word ; 
Throw wide the door and bid it enter in. 
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i8o \ CONQUEST^ 

Speak, ani’ tke strong vibration's shall be stirred ; 

Speak, ^\d above earth’s loud, unmeaning din 
Your silent declarations shall be heard. 

All things a’-c possible to God'jj ovirn kin. 

ji 

CONQUEST 

ALK not of strength, until your heart has known 
And fought with weakness through long hours 
alone. 

Talk not of virtue, till your conquering soul 
Has met temptation and gained full contpl. 

Boast not of garments, all urscorched by sin, ? , 

_ t 

Till you have passed, unscathed, through fires within. 

Oh, poor that pride the unscarred soldier shows, 

Who safe in camp, has never faced his foes. 

♦re 

THE STATUE 

GRiVNlTE rock in the mountain side 
Gazed on th" "^j-ld and was satisfied. 

It watched th< centuries come and go. 

It wclcr^ed^thc sunlight, yet loved the snow. 

It grieved when the forest was forced to fall, 

Yet joyed when steeples rose, white and ti l, 






tut STATUE 

^ i 

In the vftlley below it, and thrilled t j hear 

The voice of the great town roaring pear. 

» 

When the mountain stream fronytts idle play 
Was caught the mill whec^Jmd borne away 
And trained to labour, the g^ey rock’ mused 
Trees and verdure and stream are used 
By Man the Master ; but I remain 
Friend of the mountain, and star, and plain. 
Unchanged forever by God's decree, 

While passing centuries bow to me." 

Xhen all unwarned, with a mighty shock 
Out of the mountain was wrenched the rock. 

^ Braised and battered and broken in heart, 
ft w%$ carried away to the common mart, 
ruined in piece and pride. 

** Oh, God is cruel," the granite cried. 
Comrade of mountains, of stars the &iend, 
By all deserted, sad my end." 

. <„p.„. - 

Gazed at the granite with thoughtful eye. 
Then stirred with a purpose suprentely grand 
He bade his dream in'^Bfi I'Ut'h^xpand. 

And lo ! from the broken and Aiapeless mass 
That grieved and doubted, it camo to^ass 
T^t a glorioift statue of priceless worth 
Atm infinite beauty, adorned the earth. 


tSi 


*3 
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SUtlUS 


\ 


SIRIUS 


\ 


Since Sirius ci\^seJ the Milky Wuy^ sixty thousand 
years have gone!' —GaINiiitt P, Serviss, 

S INCE Sirius crossed the Milky Way 
Full sixty thousand years have gone, 

Yet hour by hour, and day by day. 

This tireless star speeds on and an'I 


Methinks he^must be moved to mirth 
By that droll tale of Genesis, 

Which says creation had its birth 
For such a puny world as this. 

To hear how One who fashioned rIUmt 
T hose Solar Systcm>> tier on tiers, 

Expressed in little Adam’s fall 
The purpose of a millio#»^phcres* 

t 

And, witness of the endless plan, 

To splendid wrath he must be wrought 

By pigmy’ereeds presumptuous man 
Sends forth^i^i-'C^^uVprimcval thought. 

f 

Perchance from half a hundred stars 
He hears as many curious tlij^ngs; 

From Venus, Jupiter and Mars, | 

And Saturn with the beauteous rings, 
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f 


There maiy be students of the Cause 
Who send their revelations out. 

And formulate their codes of 
With heavens for faith 

On planets old ere form or place 

Was lent to earth, may dwell—who knows— 
A God-like and perfected race 
That hails great Sirius as he goes. 



In zones that circle moon and sun, 

'Twixt world and world, he mgy see souls 
Whose span of earthly life is done 
Still journeying up to higher goals. 

And on dead planets grey and cold 

(firfdt spectral souls, that harboured hate 
Life after life, he may behold 
Pescending to a darker fate. 


And on his grand majestic course 

He may have caught one glorious sight 
Of that vast shining central Source • 

From which proceed: all Light. 

Since Sirius crossed the Milky Way 
Full sixty thousand years have gone. 

No Jnortal man may bid him stay, 

No mortal man may speed him on. 
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V at FONTAINEBlkAU 

No mortll mind may comprehend 
What ^ beyond, what was before j 
To God bt^^^Iory without end, 

Let man humble and adore. 

vL 


AT FONTAINEBLEAU 

A t Fontainebleau, I saw a little bed* 

Fashioned of polished wood, wi^h gold ornate, 
Ambition, hopt, and sorrow, ay, and hate ^ 
Once battled there, above a childish head,« 

And there in vain, grief wept, and memory ple^d 
It was so small! but ah, dear God, bow greaf 
The part it played in one sad woman’s 
How wide the gloom, that narrow object shed, 

c 

The symbol of an over-reachiry^^aim, 

The cmjjlcm of a devastated joy, 

It spoke of glory, and a blasted home; 

Of fleeting honours, and disordered fame, 

And the lone passing of a fragile boy. 

It was the cjttdlc of the King of Rome. 
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THE MASQUERADi 


OOK in the eyes of trouble a smile, 
^ Extend your hand and d^^ot be afraid. 
’Tis but a friend who comcj to matqueradc 
And test your faith and courage for awhile. 


L 


Fly, and he follows fast with threat and jeer. 

Shrink, and he deals hard blow on stinging blow, 
But bid Tiim welcome as a friend, and lo! 

The jest is off—the masque will disappear. 


^ ^ , SYMPATHY 

I S tlw^ way hard and thorny, oh, my brother? 

Do tempests beat, and adverse wild winds blow ? 
And arc you spent, and broken, at each nightfall, 

Yet with each mqgr<^-ou rise and onward go ? 
Brother, I know, I know! 

I, too, have journeyed so, 

h your heart mad with longing, oh, m;^ sister ? 

Arc all great passions fti ) oui-vireast aglow ? 

Does the white wonder of your own soul blind you, 
And arc you torn wdth rapture and with woe ? 
Sister, 1 know, I l^now t 
I, too^havc’ suffered so. 

# 
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Is the road filhcf with snare and qoicksand, pilgrim I 
Do pitfalls ¥e where roses seem to grow ? 

And have you 1||^metimet stumbled in the darkness, 
And are you Dijgised and scarred by many a blow*? 
Pilgrim, I know, ^**inow I 
I, too, have stutnbleo^. 

Do you send out rebellious cry and question, 

As mocking hours pass silently and slow. 

Docs your insistent “ wherefore ” bring no answer, 
.While stars wax pale with watching and droop low 
I, too, have questioned so, 

But now / if/TOO?, / / 

f 

To toil, to strive, to err, to cry, to grow, i 
7'o kvt through all —this is the to hnm* ^ 


INTERMEDIARY 

f 

W HEN from the prison of its body free, 

My soisl shall soar, b^rc it goes to Thee, 
Thou great Creator, give it power to know 
The language of all sad, dumb things below* 

And let me dwell a season slill on earth 
Before 1 rise to so aft»d ' imtg f birth : 

Invisible to men^yet seen and heard, 

And understood by sorrowing beast and bird— 
Invisible to men, yet always near/ 

To whisper counsel in the human car : 



INTERMEDIARY 


And with a spell 'to stay the hunter's '|and 
And stir his heart to know and under^land ; 

To plant within the dull or thoughr^ss mind 
The great religious impulse to be J^d. 

Before I prune my spirit wing^ and rise 
To seek my loved ones in their paradise, 

Yea I even before I hasten on to see 
That lost child’s face, so like a dream to me, 

I would b^ given this intermediate rAle, 

And carry comfort to each poor dumb soul: 

And bridge man’s gulf of cruelty and sin 
By understanding of his lower kin? 

’Twixt ^eary driver and the straining steed 
On^ings of mercy would my spirit speed. 

And each should know, before his journey’s end, 
Th«l in the other dwelt a loving friend. 

From zoo and jungle, and from cage and stall, 

I would translate each inarticulate call, 

Each pleading lo«k|»each frenzied act and cry, 
And tell the story to each passer-by ; • 

And of a spirit’s privilege possessed, 

Pursue indifference tg its couch of rest, 

And whisper in its car until in awe* 

It woke and knew God’s all-cifibracing law 

Of Universal Life—the pne in?^ll. 

• • • # 

Lo|d, let this mission to my lot befalL 
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LIFE’S CAR* 


LIFE’S CAR 

« TTURSiFupr 

Ax No lin^gring by old door* of doubt 
No lj>iteril^by the way, 

No waiting a Vo-morrow car, 

When you can board To-day. 

Success is soracn’here down the track; 

Before the chance is gone 
Accelerate your laggard pace, 

Swing on, I say, swing on— 

Hurry up ! 

** Step lively !*’ 

Belated souls are following fast, 

They shout and signal, ‘‘Wait.’* 
Conductor Time brooks no delay, 

He rings the bell of Fate. 

But you can give the man behind, 

With one hand on thtphtj*. 

m ^ 

A fiival chance to brook defeat, 

And board the moving car. 

Step lively! « 

Move tfjrl” 

Make way fbr others as you sit 
Or stand. This crowded earth 
Has room for every journeying soul 
£n route to higher birth. * 
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Aff room and* comfort, if no one 
Took double share or space. 

Nor let his greed and selfishness 
Absorb another’s place. .// 

Move upt 

« Hold fast !•’ 

The jolting switch of obstacles 
With jarring rails is near. 

Stand firm of foot, be strong of grip, 

Bracfc well and have no fear. 

The Maker of the Car of Life 
^ Foresaw that curve—Despair, 

And iiung the straps of faith, and hope, 

. So you might grasp them there. 

Hold fast ! 

OPPORTUNITY 

S END forth your heart's desire, and work and wait ; 

The opportunities of life arc brought ^ 

To our own doors, not by capricious fate, 

But by the strong compelling force of thought. 

• 

THE AGE OF MOTORED THINGS 

T he wonderful age’of the world I sing- 
The age ^f battery, coil and spring, 

Oj|steam, and storage, and motored thing. 
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Though faith ma)^ slumber and art seem dead, 
And allrhat is spoken has once been said. 

And all l^t is written were best unread ; 

Though heark^re iron and thoughts are atcci, 
And all ^nat ha^value is mercantile, 

Yet marvellous truths shall the age reveal. 

Ay, greater the marvels this age shall find 
Than all the centuries left behind, 

When faith was a bigot and art was blind. 

Oh, sorry t4ie search of the world for gods, ^ 
Through faith that slaughters and art that lauds, 
While reason sits on its throne and nods.* 

But out of the leisure that men will know, 
When the cruel thing: of the sad earth go, 

A Faith that is Knowledge shall rise and gro\7. 

In the thrab and whir o^rfth new machine 
Thinner is growing the veil between 
The visible earth and the worlds unseen* 

t 

The True Religion shajl leisure bring; 

And Art shajl awaken and Love shall sing : 

Oh, ho ! for the age of the motored, thing ! 



•NEW YEAR 
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MoRTAt: 


NEW YEAR 


T he night is cold, the hour is the world is 
bleak and drear ; 

Who is it knocking at my ^oor 


The New Year : 

** 1 am Good Cheer.” 


Mortal : * 

**Your voice is strange; I know you not; in, 
^ shadows dark t grope. 

What s<»5k you hercr*' 

Year : 

** Friend, let me in ; my name is Hope.’* 

Mortal : 

** And mine is Failure ; you but mock the life you 
seek to blesfa 
Pass on.” 


The New Year ; 

"Nay, open wide the door ; I am Sfucecss.*^ 
Mortal : 

" But I am ill and spent with ps^in ; too late has 
come youP wealth, 

I (^nnot'use it,” 
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The New Year: 

** LUtei^k friead ; I am Good Health.** 

Mortal : » 

“ Now, w^de^I fling my door. Come in, and yout 
faii^8tatem*»nt8 prove/’ 

The New Year : 

« But you must open, too, your heart, for I am 
Love.” 


. DISARMAMENT 

W E have outgrown the helmet and cuirass, 
The spear, the arrow, and the 
These crude inventions of a cruder age, 

When men killed men to show their lovdof God, 
And he who slaughtered most was greatest king. 
We have outgrown the need of war ! 

Shpuld men ^ a 

Unite in this one thought, all war would end. 
Disarm the world; and let all Nations meet 

4 

Like Meh, not monsters, when disputes arise. 
When crossed opinions*tangle into snarls, 

Let Courts &ntie them, and not armies cut. 

& 

When State discussions breed dissensionsi let 
Union and Arbitration supersede 
The hell-created implements of War. 
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’the call 

9 

Disarm the world 1 and bid destructive thought 
Slip like a lerpent from the mortal mind 
Down through the marshes of obliv\jn. Soon 
A race of gods shall rise 1 Disarm 1 Disarm ! 


THE CALL 

A ll wantonly in hours of joy, 

1 made a song of pain. 

Soon Grief drew near, and paused to hear, 
And sang the sad refrain, 

Aglin and yet again. 

* 

•Then recklessly in my despair, 

1 sang of hope one day. 

And Joy turned back upon lifers cracky 
And smiled, and came my way, 

And sat her down to stay. 

O <:* 


A LITTLE SONG 


o 


H, a great world, a fair world, a true world I find 


It: 


“A sun that never forgets to vfse, 

On the darkest nigfft, a star in the skies, 
And a Jirod of love behind it. 
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I 


A tITTLE SONG 

Oh, a good life, a sweet life, a large life 1 take it. 

Is what He offers to you, and me; 

A chance to do, and a chance to be. 

Whatever we ctfose to make it. 

Oh, a far way/ a highw way, a sure way He leads us ; 
And if the journey at times seems long. 

We must trudge ahead, with a trustful song. 

And know at the end He needs us. 



NEW THOUGHT PASTELS 


A DIALOGUE 

mortal 

T he world is full of selfishness and greed 
Lord, 1 would lave its sin. 

I 

SPIRIT 

Ye ar, mortal, earth of thy good help has need. 
"*T»o cleanse tbyse/f within, 

4P 

MORTAL 

Mine car is hurt by harsh and evil speech. 

1 would reform gicj^’s ways, 

SPIRIT 

There is but one convincing way to teach. 
Speak thu but words of praise. ^ 

u 

MORTAL 

» 

On every hand is wretchedness ajid grief, 
Despondency ind fear. 

Lprd, r would give my fellow-men relief. 

*95 
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THE WEEO 


SPIRIT 

Be, then, all hope, all cheer, 

MORTAL 

Lord, I look outward and grow sick at heart, 
Such [iceSi of chatige 1 see. 

SPIRIT 

Mortal, look />, Do thy allotted part, 

And leave the rest to ME. 


THE WEED 


A WEED is but an unloved flovrcV ! 

Go dig, and prune, and guide, %nd wait 
Until it learns its high estate, 

And glorifies some bower. 

A weed is but an unloyed, fiower I 


Ail sin is virtue unevolved, 

Release the angel from the clod<^ 
Go love tliy brother up to God. 
Behold each problem solved. 

Ail tin it virtue unevowtd. 
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STRENGTH 

W *HO is the strong ? Not he who puts to test 
His sinews with the strong and proves the best; 
But he who d\vells where weaklings congrygate. 

And never lets his splendid strength abate. 

Who is the good ? Not he who walks each day 
With moral men along the high, clean way ; 

But he who jostles gilded sin and shame. 

Yet will not sell his honour or his name. 

Who i! the wise ? Not he who from t^e start 
With Wisdom’s followers has taken part ; 

Bui^j^ who looks in Folly's tempting eyes, 

And turns away, perceiving her disguise. 

Who is serene? Not he who flees his kind, 

Some mountain fastness, or some cave to find ; 

But he who in the cit]|’s i^oslest scene, 

Keeps calm within—he only is serene. 

AFFIRM 

* 

B ody and mlndf and spirit, all combine 

To make the Creature, huiflan and divine. 

% 

Of this great trftiity no part deny. 

Affirm* affirm, the Great Eternal I. 

M 



THE CHOSEN 


r 

Affirm the body, beautiful and whole. 

The earth-expression of immortal soul. 

Affirm the mind, the messenger of the hot«r, 

To speed between thee and the source of power. 

Affirm the spirit, the Eternal I— 

Of this great trinity no part deny. 


THE CHOSEN 


T hey stood before the Angel at the gate ; 

The Angel asked ; ** Why should you enter in ? 
One said : ** On earth my place was high and great;’* 
And one : “ I warned my fellow-men from smi-” 
Another : ** I was teacher of the faith ; 

I scorned my life and fitted in love with death. 


And one stood silent. ‘‘Speak !** the Angel said j 
“ What earthly deed has selit fou here to-day f** 
“ Alas I r did but follow where they led,” 

He answered sadly : “ I had lost my way— 

So new the country, and so .strange my flight } 

I only sought for guidance and for light/* 


“ You have no passport ?** “ None,** the answer came. 

“ I loved the earth, tho* lowly was my lot, 

I strove to keep my record free from blame, 

And make a heaven about my httmbln ipoL ^ 
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THE NAMELESS • 

A narrow life ; 1 see it now, too late ; 

So, Angel, drive me from the heavenly gate/* 

The .Angel swung the portal wide and free, 

And took the sorrowing stranger by the hand. 
Nay, you rfionc,” he said, ** shall coine^'ith me, 
Of all this waiting and insistent band. 

Of what God gave, you built your paradise ; 

Behold your mansion waiting in the skies«" 

f 

THE NAMELESS 

U nnumbered gods may unrenJembered die; 
A thouTand creeds may perish and pass by ; 

Yet do Wift mine eyes to ONE on high, 

• • • 

Unnamed be HE from whom creation came ; 

T% ere fl no word whereby to speak His name 
But petty men have mouthed it into shame. 

I lift mine eyes, and t||itl^a river’s force 
My love’s full tide goes sweeping on its coufte 
To that supreme and all-embracing Source. 

Then back through all thos^ thirsting channels roll 
The mighty billows of the Over Soul. 

And I am He, the portion and the WJtule. 

t 

As little streams before the flood-tide fiee, 

As rivers vanish to become the sea, 

The I exists no more, for I AM HE, 
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THE WORD 

O H, a word Is a gem, or a stone,or a song* * 
Or a flame, or a two-edged sword; 

Or a rose in* bloomj or a sweet perfuaic, 

Or a drop of gall, is a word. 

You may choose your w'ord like a connoisseur. 
And polish it up with art, 

But the word that sways, and stirs, and stays, 

Is the word that comes from the heart. 

* 

t 

You may work on your word a thou9an<i weeks, 
But it will not glow like one 
That all unsought, leaps forth white hot, 

When the fountains of feeling run. 

You may hammer away on the anvil of thought, 
And fashion your word with care, 

But unle'^s you arc stirred to tfie depths, that word 
Shall die on the empty air. 

For the weed that comesYrom the brain alone, 
Alone to the brain will speed ; 

But the word ;;hat sways, and stirs, and stayi| 

Oh 1 chat is the woifd men heed* 
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ASSISTANCE 


L ean on no mortal, Love, and serve ; 

(For icrvicc is love’s complement) 
But4t was never God's intent, ^ 

Your spirit from its path should swerve, 
To gain another's point of view. 

As well might Jupiter, or Mars 
Go seeking help from other stars, 

Instead of sw^eeping ON, as you. 

Look to the Great Eternal Cause 

And not to any man, for lights 

Loerit in ; and learn the wrong, and right, 

ytotn your own soul’s unwritten laws. 

And when you question, or demur. 

Let love be your Interpreter. 


•‘CREDULITY *• 

• • 

I F fallacies come knocking at my*doo(, 
rd rather feed, and shelter full a score. 
Than hide behind the black portcullis, doubt, 
And run the risk of barring one Truth out. 

And if pretension for a time deceive, 

And prove me one too ready to bdieve, 

Far less my shame, than if by stubborn act^ 

1 brand as lie, some great colossal Fact. 
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CONSCIOUSNESS 


On my soul’s door, the latch-string hangs outside ; 
Within, the lighted candle. Let me guide 
Some errant follies, on their wandering way, 

Rather, than Wisdom give no welcoming ray. * 

COl^SCIOUSNESS 

G od, what a glory, is this consciousness, 

Of life on life, that comes to those who seek! 
Nor would I, if I might, to others speak, 

The fulness of that knowledge. Ji can^bless. 

Only the eager souls, that willing press 
Along the mountain passes to the peak. 

Not to the dull, the doubting or the weak, 

Will Truth explain, or Mystery confess. 

Not to the curious or impatient soul 

That in the start, demands the end be shown, 

And at each step, stops waiting for a sign j 
But to the tireless toiler toward the goal, 

Shall the great miracles of God be known 
And life revealed, immortal and divine. 


THE STRUCTURE 


U PON the w’reckage pf thy yesterday. 
Design the* structure of to-royrrow. Lay 
Strong corner stones of purpose, and prepare 
Great blocks of wisdom, cut from past despair. 
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1 

Shape mighty pillars of resolve, to set 
Deep in the tear-wet mortar of regret. 

Work on with patience. Though thy toil be slow, 
day by day the edifice shall grow. 

Believe in God—in thine own self believe. 

All that tliou hast desired thoi^shnlt iv^hieve. 


OUR SOULS 

O UR souls should be vessels receiving 
The waters of love for relieving 
The lorrows of mei^. 

For here lies the pleasure of living i 
*Jn taking God's bounties, and giving 
The gifts back again. 

THE LAW 

• * 

W HEN the great universe ft'as ^Tought 
To might and majesty from naught, 
The all-creative force was— 

TlkU^htt 

That force is thine. Thougl^ desolate 
The way may seem, command .thy fate. 
Send forth tfiy thought— 


Create —Create f 
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KNOWLEDGE 


W OULD you believe in Presences Unseen^ ' 

In life beyond this earthy life ? BE STILL; 
Be stiller yet! ^nd listen. Set the screen * 

^ Of silence at the portal of your will. 

Relax, and let the world go by unheard* 

And seal your lips with some all-sacred word. 

Breathe ** God,” in any tongue—it mcanb the same ; 

. LOVE ABSOLUl'E : Think, ftel, absorb the 
thought ; '' 

Shutout all else ; until a subtle Haine 

(A spark from God’s creative centre caught) 

Shall permeate your being, and shall glow, 

Increasing in its splendour, till, YOU KNOW. 


• Not in a moment, or an hour, or day 

The knowledge comes; the j^vv^r is far too great, 
To win in an^' desultory way. 

No soul is worthy till it learns to wait. 

Day after day be patient, then,^ oh, soul; 

Month after month—till, lo! the goal! the goal t 
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GIVE 


G ive, and thou shah receive. Give thoughts of 
cheer, 

Of coura^ and success, to friend and stranger. 

And from a thousand sources, far and near. 

Strength vrill be sent thee in thy hour of danger. 


Give words of comfort, of defence, and hope, 

To mortals Crushed by sorrow and by error. 

And though thy feet through shadowy paths may gropc^ 

Thou shalt not walk in loneliness terror. 

« 

Give of thy gold, though small thy portion be. 

Gold tusts and shrivels in the hand that keeps it. 
It^grows in one that opens tvide and free. 

^pp^ows his harvest is the one who reaps it. 

Give of thy love, nor wait to know the worth 
Of what thou lovcst; and ask no returning. 

And wheresoever thy pathway leads on lartlj, 

There thou^halt find the lamp of love-light burning. 


PERKECTION 


T he leaf that ripens only in the sun 

Is dull and shrivelled ere its race is run. 
^he leaf that rnafes a carnival of death 
Must tremble first before the north wind’s breath 
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FEAR 


The life that neither grief nor burden knows 
Is dwarfed in sympathy before its close, 

The life that grows majestic with the years 
Must taste the bitter tonic found in tears, 

FEAR 

F ear is the twin of Faith’s sworn foe, Distrust. 
If one breaks in your heart the other must. 

Fear is the open enemy of Good, 

It means the Qodi in man misunderstood. 

Who walks vrith Fear adown life’s road will meet 
His boon companions, Failure and Defeat* 

But look the bully boldly in the eyes, 

With mien undaunted, and he turns and flies, 

« » 

THE WAY 

B etween the finite and the infinite 
The missing linR of Love has left a void. 
Supply the link, and eatth with Heaven will join 
In one con^nued chain of endless life. 

Hell is wherever Love is no^ and Heaven 
It Love’s location. No dogmatic creed, 
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No austere faith based on ignoble fear 
Can lead thee into realms of joy and peace. 
Unless the humblest creatures on the earth 
Are bettered by thy loving sympathy 
Think |iot to find a Paradise beyond. 

There is no sudden entrance into Heaven. 
Slow is the ascent by the path of Love. 

9 

UNDERSTOOD 

I VALUE more than I dJ^pise 
My tendency to sin, 

^ Because it helps me sympathise 
With all my tempted kin. 

He who has nothing in his soul 
That links him to the sod, 

Knows not^ha^joy of self-control 
Which lifts him up to Go<J. • 

And 1 am glad i^y heart can say, 
When others, trip and fall 
(Although 1 safely passed that way), 

** I understand ic.all." 
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HIS MANSION 

T here was a thought h€ hid from all 
eyes, 

And by his prudent life and deeds of worC^» 

He left a goodly rec6rd upon earth 
As one both pure and wise. 

But when he reached a dark unsightly door 
Beyond the grave, there stood his secret thought. 
I c was the mansion he had built and brought 
To dwell in, on that shore. 


EFFECT 


A n unkind tale was whispered in his ear. 

He paused to hear. 

His thoughts were food that helped a falsehood thrive. 
And keep alive. 

% « 

a 

Years dawned and died. One day by venom’s tongue 
His name was stung. 

He cried aloud, nor dreamed the lie was spawn 
Of thoughts long gone. 


^Each mental wave we send out from the mind, 
Or base, or kind, 

Completes its circuit, then with added fcn’ce 
Seeks its own source. 
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THREE THINGS 

K now this, yc restless denizens of earth, 

Know this, yc seekers after joy and mirth, 
Three th%g$ there arc, eternal m their worth. 

Love that outrcachcs to the humblest things; 

Work that is glad, in what it docs and brings ; 

And faith that soars upon unwearied wings. 

Divine the Powers that on this trio wait. 

Supreme their conquest, over Timc^and Fate. 

IajVc, V^ork, and Faith—these three alone are great. 


OBSTACLES 

“The slothful mail saith, There is a lion in the way} ^ 
Hon is in the street.*’—P roverbs xxvi. 15 . 

T here arc no lions in thi stacci ; 

No lions in the w'ay. 

Go seek the goal, thou slothful soul, 

Awake, awake, I say. 

Thou dost but dream of obstacles ; 

In God’s great lexicon, 

That word iTlstarred, no page has marred 
Press on, I say, press on. 
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f PRAYER 

Nothing can keep thee from thine own 
But thine own slothful mind. 

To one who knocks, each door unlocks ; 
And he who seeks, shall find 


PRAYER 

L ean on thyscir until thy strength is tried ; 
Then ask God’s help; it wilt not be denied. 

Use thine ijwn sight to see the way to go ; 

When darkness falls ask God the path /o show. 

Think for thyself and reason out thy plqn ; ^ 

God has His work and thou hast thine, oh, man. 

Exert thy will and use k for control ; 

God gave thee jurisdiction of thy soul. 

s 

% 

All thine immortal powers bring into play ; 

Think, act, strive, reason, then look up and pray. 
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CLIMBING 


W HO climbs the mountain does not always climb. 
The winding road slants dowrfvard many a 
^me ; 

Yet each descent is higher than^he last. 

Hats thy path fallen ? That will soon be past. 

Beyond the curve the way leads up and on. 

Think not thy goal for ever lost or gone. 

Keep moving forward j if thine aim is right 
Thou canst not miss the shining mountain height, 
\\Uio would attain to summits still aid fair, 

Must netvc himself through valleys of despair. 


IS NO DEATH, THERE ARE NO 
DEAD.” 


(Suggested by ihuboak of Mr. Ed. C. Randall) 

» 


T here is no death, there are no dead.*' 

From zone to zone, from sphere to sphere, 
The souls of all who pass from hecc 
By hosts of living thoughts are led ; 

And dark or bright, those souls must tread 
The paths they fashioned year pn year. 

For Kells are^uilt of hate or fear, 

And heavens of love our lives have shed. 



tiz ^ THERE IS NO DEATH 

« 

Across unadassed worlds of space, 

And through God’s mighty universe, 

With thoughts that bless or thoughts that curse^ 
Each jo-irncys to his rightful place. 

Oh, greater truth no man hath sai(f 
There is nq death, there arc iio dead.'* 

It lifts the mourner from the sod. 

And bids him cast away the reed 
Of some uncomforting poor creed. 

And walk with Knowledge for a iod. 

It bids the loubter seek the broad 
Vast fields, where living facts will fetd 
All those whose patience proves their lyeed 
Of these immortal truths of God, 

It brings before the eyes of faith 

Those realms of radiance, tier on tier, 

Where our beloved “ <^ead appear, 

More beautiful because of “death.'* 

It speab to grief; “ Be comforted ; 

There is no death, there arc no dead/’ 
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REALISATION 

TJERS was a lonely, shaclowcci loc; 
jn Or so the unpercciving thought, 
Who looked no deeper than her face. 
Devoid of chiselled lines of grace— 

No farther than her humble grate, 

And wondered how she bore her fate. 

Yet she was neither lone nor SiM ; 

So ftuch of love her spirit had, 

S#ie found an ever-flowing spring 
Of happiness in everything. 

So near to her was Nature's heart 
It seemed a very living part 
Of her own seif • bud and blade, 
And heac*and cold, and sun and ^ade, 
And dawn and sunset, Spring and Fall, 
Held raptures for htr, one and all. 

The year's four changing seasons brought 
To her own door what thousands sought 
2n wanderinj^ ways and did not flnd*~ 
Diversion and content of mind. 


V 
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REALISATION 


She loved the tasks that filled each day- 
Such menial duties; but her way 
Of looking at them lent a grace 
To things the world deemed commonpl 


Obscure and without place or name* 
She gloried in another’s fame. 

Poor, plain and humble in her dress, 
She thrilled when beauty and success 
And wealth passed by, on pleasure bent 
They m^le earth seem so opulent. 

Yet none of quicker sympathy, ^ 
When need or sorrow came, than she. ^ 
And so she lived, and so she died. 


She woke as from a dream. How wide 
And wonderful the avenue 
That s.t'T’wtchcd to her astonished view ! 
And up the green ascending lawn 
A palace caught the rays of dawn. 

Then tmddenly the silence stirred 
With one clear keynote of a bird 5 
A thousand answered, till ere long 
The air was quivering bits of song. 

She rose and wandered foi*th in awe, 
Amazed and moved by all she saw, 



REALISATION iij 

• 

For, like to many souls who go 
Away from earth, she did not know 
The cord was severed- 


Down the street, 
With eager arms stretched forth to greet 
Came one she loved and mourned in youth ; 
Her mother followed ; then the truth 
Broke on* her, golden wave on wave, 

Of knowledge infinite. The grave. 

The body and the earthly sphere 
► Were gone ! Immortal life was^herc ! 
ThejTlcd her through the Palace halls ; 

Frbm gleaming mirrors on the walls 
She*savv herself, with radiant mien, 

A 'ai robed in splendour like a queen, 

While glory round about her shone. 

All this,** Love murmured, is your own.” 
And when she with wondering eye, 

And questioned whence and where'TSd why. 
Love answered thus : **A11 Heaven is made 
By thoughts on earthy your walls were laid. 
Year after year, of purest gold ; * 

The beauty of your mind behold 
In this fair palace ; ay, fnd mone 
Waits farther op, so vast your Bt(3re. 

I was not worthy when 1 died 
To take’my place here at your side ; 
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REALISATION 


I toiled through long and we»xy ftm 
From lower planes to these high spheres $ 

And through the love you sent from earthy 
1 ha\e attained a second birth. 

Oft when my erring soul would tii^ 

1 felt the strength of your desire ; 

I heard you breathe my name in prayer. 

And courage conquered weak despair. 

Ah ! earth needs heaven, but heaven indeed 
Of earth has just as great a need.** 

Across the terrace with a bound 
There sped a lambkin and a hound 
(Dumb comrades of the old earth land) 

And fondled her caresping hand. 

*• VOU LOVED THEM INTO PARADISE " 
Was answered to her questioning eyes^^ 

You taught them love ; love has no end] 

Nor does love’s life on form depend. 

If th^ be mortal withodt love, 

He wakes to no new life above. 

If love in humbler things exist, 

It must through other realms persist 
Until all love rays merge in HIM. 

Hark I Hear the heavenly Cherubim !” 

Then hushed and awed^ with joy so vast 
It knew no future and noyast. 

She stood amidst the radiant throng 
That came to swell lovers welcoming song*^ 



REALISATION 


This humble soul from earth’s far coast 
The centre of the heavenly host. 

On earth they see her grave and sa;/: 

** ShS Ues there till the judgment day 
Nor dream, so limited their«choughu 
What miracles by love arc wrought* 




POEMS OF EXPERIJ^NCE 




THE EMPTY BOWL 


1 HELD the golden \'csscl oT my soul 

And prayed that God would fill it from on 
high. 

Day after d^y the importuning cry 
Grew stronger—grew, a heaven-accusing dole 
Because no sacred waters laved my bowl. , 

VSo full the fountain, Lord, woul^st Thou deny 
ThcTfttle needed for a soul's supply ? 

.1 ask but this small portion of Thy whole.’* 

‘ Then from the vast invisible Somewhere, 

A viice, as one love-authorised by Him, 

Spake, and the tumult of my heart W’as stilled. 

** Who wants the waters must the bowl prepare ; 
Pour out the sel^ thgt chokes it to the brim. 

But emptied vessels, from the source .!kc fill?3?****^ 

KEEP GOING 

I S the goal distant, and troubled the road, 

And the way long P • 

And j^cavy your load ?' 

Then gird up your courage, ahd say “ I am strong,*’ 
And keep going. 

tti 
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KEEP GOING 


Is the work weary, and endless the grind 
And petty the pay ? 

Then brace up your mind 
And sa^/ “ Something better is coming my way,*’ 
And keep doing. 

Is the drink bitier life pours in your cup— 

Is the taste gall f 
Then smile and look up 
And say “ God is with me whatever befall/* 

And keep trusting. 

Is the heart heavy with hope long deferred, 

And with prayers that seem v/’i ? 

Keep saying the word— 

And that which you stisve for you yet shall attain. 
Keep praying. 


A PRAYER 

«■ 

'J'US'^s I shape the purport of my thought, 
J Lord of the Universe, shape Thou my lot. 

Let each ill thought that in my heart may be, 

( 

Mould ci«‘cum8tance and bring ill luck to me. 

Until I weed the garden of ray mind 
From all that is unworthy and unkind, 

Am 1 not master of my mind,‘^ear Lord ? 
Then as 1 so must be my reward. 
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Who sows in weakness, cannot reap in strength, 
That which wc plant, we gather in at length. 
Great God of Justice, be Thou just tp me, 

* And as my thoughts, so let my futuie be. 


THE LONDON ‘‘BOBBY” 

TBIBUre TO THE POLICEMEN OF ENGLAND’S CAPITAL 


H ere in my cosy corner. 
Before a blazing lo^, 
Fm thinking of cold London 
Wrapped in its killing fog ; 
And, like a shining beacon 
Above the picture grim, 

I see the London “ Bobby,” 
And sing my song for him. 


L see his stalwart hgure, 

I sec his kindly face, 

I hear his helpful answer 
At any hour or place. 

For, though you seek some by-way 
liOng miles from 'his own .beat, 

He tell8*you all about it, 

And how to find the street. 
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ffHE LONDON 


He lookt like some bold Yikiogi 
This king of earth’s police— 
in his voice lies feeling, 
Ana in his eye lies peace; 

He knows and does his duty— 
(What higlysr praise is there ?) 
And Loudon’s lords and paupers 
Alike receive his care. 

He has a regal bearing, 

V'ct one that breathes repose i 
It is the look and manner 
Of one (vho tiinJts and knows. 
Oh, men who govern nations, 

In old worlds or in new, 

Turn to the London ‘‘Bobby** 
And learn a thing or fwo» 


READ AT THE l^ENEFIT OF 
CLARA MORRIS 

(America’s great emotiokal actress) 

T he Radiant Rulers of Mystic Regions 
^here souls of artists are fitted for 1»irth 
GatheStd together their lovely legions 
And fashioned a* woman to shinc^n earth* 
They bathed her in splendour, 

They made her tender, 



THE BENEFIT OF CLARA MORRIS tzs 

I 

Thef gave her a nature both sweet and wild; 

They gave her emotions like storm-stirred oceans^ 
And they gave her the heart of a little cj^ild. 

These ftadlant Rulers (who arc not human 
Nor yet divine like the gods abave) 

Poured all their gifts in the soul of woman. 

That fragile vessel meant only for love. 

Still more they taught her, 

Still more they brought her, 

Till they gave her the world for a harp one day: 

^ And they bade her string it, 

^hey bade her ring it, 

While the stars all wondered to hear her play. 

She t(^uched the strings in a master fashion, 

She uttered the cry of a world’s despair : 

Its long hid secret, its pent-up passion, 

She gave to the wmds jn a vibrant air. 

For oh ! the heart of her, * 

That was the art of her. 

Great with the feeling that makes men kin. 

Art unapproachable, > 

Art all uncoachable, 

Fragrance and ftame from the spiri^t within. 

The earth turns ever an ear unheeding 
To the sorrows of art, as it cries ** encore. 
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And she pUycd on the harp till her hands were 
bleeding, 

And her was bruised by the laurels she wore. 
She knew the trend of it. 

She knew the end of it— 

Men heard the mui^ic and men felt the thrlU. 

^ Bound to the altar 

Of art, could she falter ? 

Then came a silence—the music was still. 


And yet in the echoes we seem to hear it; 

In waves unbrc^cn it circles the earth : 

And we catch in the light ot her dauntless spfrit 
A gleam from the centre that gave her birth.* 

Still is the fame of her 
Felt in the name of her— 

But low lies the harp that once thrilled to her strain ; 
No hand has taken it. 

No hand can waken it-^- 

• t 

ruT'tisft souil of her art was her secret of pain. 


• TWO GHOSTS 

T JtrO dead men boarded a spectral ship 
In the astral Port* of Space ; 

On that ghost-filled barque, they met in the dark^ 
And halted, face to face. 



TWO GHOSTS 
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Now whither away ?”-M:allcd one of the ghosts, 
** ThU ship sets sail for Earth. 

On the astral plane you must remain, 

Where the newly dead have birth.” 

> 

“ But I could not stay and I would not stay,” 

The other ghost replied ; 

** I must hurry back to the old Earth traek 
And stand at my loved one’s side. 

A 

** She weeps for me in her lonely room. 

In the land from whence I came ; 

Oh! stow me away in this ship, I ^ray, 

For I hear her call my name.” 

“ Yolf must not go, and you shall not go,” 

Thf first ghost cried in wrath, 

** Your work is planned, in the astral land, 

And a guide will show you the path.” 

"But the one I love "I loved her 
The first ghost stood and cried ; 

“ And year on year I waited here, 

Yea, waited till you died. 

“ For I would not come between you two, 

Nor shadow her joy wiHi fear, ^ 

But mine is the ri|ht, I claim this night 
To visit the earthly sphere. 
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TWO GHOSTS 


** For you are dead, and I am dead, 

And you had her long—so long- 

And c^< look on the grace of her worshipped lace, 
Ah ! now it can do no wrong. 

** I am fettered to Earth by love of her, 

And hers is the spell divine, 

'^I'hat can help me rise, to the realm thar ties 
Just over the astral line. 

t 

“ I have kept to the laws of God and man, 

I have suffered and made no moan ; 

Now my ITttlc share of joy, I swear 
I will have—and have it alone.” 

A skeleton crew the anchor drew, 

And the ship from the port swung frfe ; 

With a muffled clang the ghost bell rang, 

And the boat sailed out to sea, 

e # 

ohc ghost stood on the deck and laughed, 

As only a glad ghost can ; 

While a swooning soul was dragged to his goal, 
To work out the astral span, 

Ad a woman wept, and prayed ere she slept. 
For a dream to e'ase her pain ; 

But she dreamed instead of a man long dead, 
Who had loved her all in vain. 
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WOMAN 


S TRANGE are the wiys that her feet hai4 trod 
Since first she was set in the path of duty, 
Finished aifd fair by the hand of God, 

To carry her message of love and »bcauty. 

Delicate creature of light and shade, 

She gleamed like an opal, on wide worlds under: 
And earth looked up to her half afraid, 

While heaven looked down at her, full of wonder. 


Flame of the comet and mist of the moon, 

And rny of the sun all mingled in her. 

' ^^nd the jicart of her asked but a single boon— 

Tiiaflftrrc should seek her, and find her, and win her 
She grasped the scope of the First Intent 
That made her kingdom for hr, no other, 

And joyfully into her place she went— 

The primal mate, and the primal mother. 

I 

Large was that kingdom and vast her .sphere, 

And lightly she lifted and bore each buiden. 

Lightly she laughed in the eyes of fcjr, 

For love was her recompense, love her guerdon. 

And never in camp, or in cave, or in home, 

Rose voice of mother or mate complaining. 

And never the foot oflier sought to roam, 

Till love in the heart of the man seemed waning. 
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WOMAN 


In the broad rich furrows by womin turned 
Man, unfitting, set plough and harrow* 

For worlds lo conquer she had not yearned, 

Till he spoke of her feminine sphere as ‘'narrom** 
The lullaby changed to a martial strain— ^ 

When he took her travail, and song for granted-- 
AneJ^ forth she forged* in his own domain— 

Till the strange “new woman” the old supplanted. 


“ Strange” with the glow of a wakened soul, 

* And “ new *’ with the purpose of large endeavour, 
She turned her face to the higher goal— 

To the higher goal it is turned for ever. 

Trade and science and craft and art, 

Have opened their doors to the call of woman ; 
And greater she grows in her greater part, ^ 
More tenderly wise, and more sweetly human. 


Brave foremothers of freedom’s birth 

Smile through space on your splendid daughters. 

At one with liberty lighting the earth, 

Tb^r torches flame o’er the darkest waters. 

They «nd a lustre to sea and land : 

They sweeten tlie world with their wholesome grace#; 
As out in the harbour of life they stand 
To cheer and welcome the coming racea 
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Brave forefathers and heroes who fought 
Under tlvc flag of the Revolution, 

War was the price of the freedom you bought, 
Sut peaci is the watchword of Evolution. 

The progmss of woman means progress of peace, 
She wars on war, and its hosts alarming ; 

And her great love battle will never cease, 

Till the glory is seen of a world disarming. 


The woman wonder with heart of flame, 

The coining man of the race will find her- 
For petty purpose and narrow aim, | 

And1?iuh and flaw she will leave behind her, 
grown tender, and she grown wise, 

.They lhall enter the Eden by both created ; 
The broadened kingdom of P-aradise, 

And love, and mate, as the first pair mated. 


BATTLE HYMN OF THE WOMEN 

T hey arc waking, they are wakinj, 

In the east, and in the west; 

They arc throwing wide their windows to the sun ; 
And they see the dawn is breaking,* 

And they quivet^vith unrest, 

For they know their work is waiting to be done* 
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They arc ’vaking in the city, 

They ale waking on the farm ; 

They arc waking in the boudoir, and the mill; 
And their hearts arc full of pity 
As they sound the loud alarm, 

P'or the sleepers, v^o in darkness, slumber, still. 


In the guarded harem prisoi;i, 

Where they smother under veils, 

And all echoes of the world arc walled away ; 

^ Though the sun has not yet risen, 

Yet the ancifnt darkness pales, 

And the sleepers, in their slumber, dream of tS^ay. 


And their dream shall grow in splendour 
Till each sleeper wakes, and stirs ; • 

Till she breaks from old traditions, and is free ; 
And the world shall rise, and render 
• Urvto^woman what is herf, 

As it weTcomes in the race that is to be. 


Unto womSn, God the Maker 
G||^c the secret of His plan ; 

It is written oui in cipher, on her soul $ 

From ihc darkficss, you must ts^e her. 

To the light of day, O man ! 

Would you know the mighty meaning of the scroll. 
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MEMORIES* 

I AM thinking of the Springtime 
Ox»the farm out in the West, 

When my world held nothing f^r me that I wanted, 
(Save a courage all undaunted), 

And my foolish little rhymes, 

Were but heart beats, rung in chime*, 

That I sounded, just to ease my life's unrest. 

Yes, I sang them, and 1 rang them, 
just to ease my youth's unrest. 

When I heard the name of London, 

"lu early day, afar, 

In that Springtime of my Country over y onder, 
Then^ used to sit and wonder 
If the day would come to me, 

When my ship should cross the sea, 

To the land that deemed as distant as %star 
In my dreaming, ever gleaming 
Like a distant unknown star. 

Now in London in the Springtime, 

1 am sitting here, your guest. 

* Written to be rind at Luncheon,'given by my Pub-* 
lishers to the London and Provincial Booksellers, April 12 , 
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MEMORIES 


Nay—I |hink it is a vision, or a fancy—• 

Part of dieamland Necromancy ; 

And I question : is it true 
That the great warm hearts of you, 

Heard the winging of that singing in the West, 
Heard the chiming of my rhyming 
hrom the farmhouse in the West ? 

Let me linj^'cr in the fancy, 

Fur the soul of me is stirred 

As I dream that 1 am sitting here among you ; 

And the songs that 1 have sung you 

Shall grow stronger through the art 

Of heart speaking unto heart, 

Through the gladness of the singer who is 
Lo! my songs have crossed the ocean, 

But the voice of ray emotion finds no wordt 


SEE ? 

« 

I F otic proves weak who you fancied strong, 
Or false who you fancied true, 
just ease the smart of your wounded heart 
By the thought that it is not you I 

It^many forget a pro^nise made, 

And youf faith falls into t^e dust, 

Then look meanwhile in your mirror and smile, 
And say, “ I am one to trust!” 
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If you search in vain for an ageing fa 
Unharrowed by fretful fears, 

Then make right now (and keep) a vow 
To grow in grace with the years. 

If you lose your faith in the*Word of man 
As you go from the port of youth, 

Just say as you sail, “ 1 will not fail 
To ke^p to the course of truth I” 

For this is the way, and the only way — 

^ At least so it seems to me. * 
h is up to you, to bey and 

hat you look for in others, * F 


THE PURPOSE 

• • 

VER and over the task w^as set^. 

Over and over I slighted the work, 

But ever and alvvay I knew that yet 
I must face and hnish the toil 1 ^hirk. 

Over and over the whip of pain 

Has spurred and punished with blow ou blow ^ 
As ever and alway I tried in vain 
To shun the labour I hated so. 
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Over ind over I came this way 

For\just one purpose : O stubborn soul 
Turn with a will to your work to-day, 
And learn the lesson of Sel/Contrp/t 


THE WHITE MAN 


W HEREVER the white man's feet have trod 
(Oh far does the white man stray) 

A bold road rifles the virginal sod, 

And the forest w^akes out of its dream of God, 
To yield him the right of way. ^ 

For this is the law : By the poutr of thought^ 
fir worj^f or for letter^ are m’i aches loroufit 


Wherever the white m.in's pathv/ay Icad^ 

(Far, far has that path\^ay gone) 

The Earth is littered with broken creeds— 
And alway the dark man^s terf. recedes, 
AfiLl'elie white man pushes on. 

For this is the law : Be it good or illy 
All things must yield to^the stronger u^ilL 

i' 

Wherever the white man’s light is shed, 

'(Oh far has that light been thrown) 

Though Nature has suffered ^nd beauty bled. 
Vet the goal of the race has been thrust ahead; 
And the might of the race has grown* 
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For thi» is the law : 3e it cruel er hiuc 
The Universe sways to the power of mina 


• A MOORISH MAID 

A bove her veil a shroudcd'Moorish maid ^ 
Showed melting eyes, as limpid as a lake ; 

A brow untouched by care ; a band of jetty hair, 

And nothing more. The all-concealing haik 
Fell to her high arched instep. At her side 
An old duenna walked ; her withered face 
4i^lf covered only, since no li gefing grace 
Bespoke the beauty once her master’s pride. 

Above her veil, the Moorish maid beheld 
The*modern world, in Paris decked Algiers ; 

Saw happy lad and lass, in love’s contentment pass. 
Or in sweet wholesome friendship, free from fears. 
She saw fair matrons, ^'alking arm-in-a^m 
With life-long lovers, tlmc-cjidcarcd, ffid then 
She saw the ardent look in eyes of men, 

And thrilled and trcmblcti with a vague alarm. 

Above her veil she saw the stuccoed court 
That led to dim^secluded rooms within. 

She followed, dutiful, the dame unbeautiful, 

Who told her that the Christian world means sin. 
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Some diy, full soon, she would go*forth a bride— 
Of one whose face she never had beheld* 
Something within her, wakened, and rebelle<^i 
She flung aside her veil, and cried, and cried* 


' LINCOLN 


W HEN God created this good world 
A few stupendous peaks were hurled 
From His strong hand, and they remain 
The wonder of the level plain. 

But thc.-e (^olossal heights arc rare, 

While shifting sands arc everywhere. 


So with the race. The centimes pass ' 

And nations fall like leaves of grass. 

They die, forgotten and unsung ; * 

While straight from God some souls arc flung, 
To live immortal and sublime. 

So livc^ great Lincoln for all-time* 


I KNOW NOT 

t 

TAEATH ! 1 know not what room you arc abiding 
JL,/ 1 But I will go my way, 

Rejoicing day by ^y, 

Nor will I flee or stay 

For fear I tread the path you may be hiding in* 



I KNOW NOT 




Deith I I know npt, if my Bmall barque be n|aririg you ; 
But if you are at sea, 

, Still there my sails float free ; 

What is to be will be.*' 

Nor will I*mar the happy voyage by fearing you. 

Death ! I know not, what hour or spot you wait for^me ; 
My days untroubled flow, 

Just trusting on, I go, 

For oh, I know, I know', 

Death is but Life that holds tome glad r.cw fate for me. 


INTERLUDE 

T he days grow shorter, the nights grow longer ; 

•The headstones thicken along the way, 

And life grows sadder, but loVc grows stronger, 

For those who walk with us day by day. 

ai a ~ 

The tear comes quicker, the laugh con^ slower; 

The courage is lesser to do and dare ; 

And the tide of joy in the heart falls lower, 

And seldom covers the reefs of care. , 

But all true things in the world seem truer ; 

And the better things of earth s!cm best. 

And friends arc dearer, as friends are fewer, 

And love is all as our sun dips west 
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Then leL us clasp hands as we wa^ together. 
And fet us speak softly in love’s sweet tone ; 
For no man knows on the morrow whether 
We two pass on—or but one alone. 


RESURRECTION 

P AUSING a moment ere the day,was done, 

While yet the earth was scintillant with light, 

I backward glanced. From valley, pbin, and height, 
At intervals, %7here my life-path had run, * 

Rose cross on cross; and nailed upon each one 
Was my dead sejf And yet tha. gruesome sight 
Lent sudden splendour to the failing night. 

Showing the conquests that my soul had wpn. 

Up to the rising stars 1 looked and cried, 

** There is no death ! for ]fear cAi year, re-born 
1 wake ti^larger life ; to joy more great. 

So many times have 1 been crucified, 

So often seen the resurreation morn, 

I go triuntjjhant, though new Calvaries wait.** 
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THE VOICES OF THE CITY 

* 

T he voices of the city—merged and swelled 
*Into a mighty dissonance of sound, 

And from the medley rose thcac broken strains 
In changing time and ev^cr-changing keys. 


Pleasure seekers, silken clad. 

Led by cherub Day, 

Ours the duty to be glad, 

Ours the toil of play. 

Sleep has bound the commonplace ; 

^ Pleasure rules the dawn. 

Small hours set the merry pace 
And we follow on. 

We must use the joys of earth, 

All its cares we’ll keep ; 

Night was made for youth and mirth, 
Day w'as made for sleep. 

Time has cut his beard, and lo I 
He is but s boy, * 

Singing, on with him we go. 

Ah ! but life is joy. 



H* the voices of the city 


We arc the vendors of beauty, 

We the purveyors for hell; 

The carnal bliss of a purchased kiss ^ 
And the pleasures that blight, wre ’^en* 
God pity us j God pity the world. 


We arc the sad uacc-vlctims 
Of the misused force in man. 

Of the great white flame burned black with shame 
And lost to the primal plan. 

God pity us; God pity the world. 

We arc the Purpose of Being 
Gone wrong in the thought of the world. 

The torch for its hand made a danger brand 
And into the darkness hurled. 

God pity us; God pity the world. 


HI 

We arc the toilers in tRc realm of night 
(Long, long the hours of night), 

Vc arc the human lever, wheel, and bolt, 
That keep# the civic’vchiclc from jolt, 
And jar upon the shining track of day 
(The unremerabered day). 
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THE VOICES OF THE City 

We «lcep away the sunlit hours of life ] 
(Unsatisfied) sad life), 

Wc wake in shadow and we rise in gloom. 
False as a wanton’s artificial bloom 
Is tha^ made light we labour in till dawn 
(The lonely, laggard dawn). 

I 

Like visions half remembered in a dream 
(A strange and broken dream) 

Our childrean’s faces, seen but while they sleep, 
Within our hearts these weary hours we keep. 
We are the toilers in the realm of night 
'* ^ (Lopg, long the hours of night). 


CHORUS 

Wc arc hope and faith and sorrow, 

^e are peace and pain and passion, 

We are ardent lovers kissing, 

We are ha^y mothers crooning, 

Wc are rosy children dreaming,^ 

We are honest labour sleeping, 

We are wholesome pleasure laughing, 

Wc arc wakeful riclies feasting, ^ 

We are lifted spirits praying, 

We the voices of the city. 

* * 

Out of the medic/ rose these broken strains, 
In changing time and ever-changing keys. 



2<4 IF CHRIST CAME QUESTIONING 

I 

IF CHRIST CAME QUESTIONING 

I F Christ came questioning His world to-da^, 
(If Christ came questioning,) 

“What hast thou done to glorify thy God, 

Since last My fyet this lower earth plane trod ?’* 

’ How could I answer Him; and in what way 
One evidence of my allegiance bring ; 

If Christ c«ime questioning ? 

If Christ came questioning, to me alone, 

(If Christ came questioning,) 

I could not point to any church or shrine,. 

And say, “ I helped build up this house of Thine ; 
Behold the altar, and the corner stone ” ; 

I could not show one proof of such a thing; 

If Clirist came questioning. ‘ 

If Christ came questioning, on His demand, 

(If Christ came questioning,)^ 

No pag'ia' soul converted to His creed 
Could I proclaim ; or say, tliat W'ord or deed 
Of mine, had spread the faith in any land; 

Or sent it forth, to fly on stronger wing; 

^ If Christ came questioning. 

If Christ cahie questioning the soul of me, 

{If Christ came questioning,) 

I could but answer, “ Lord, my little part 
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Haa been to beat the metal of my heart, 

Into the shape 1 thought most fit for Thee ; 

And at Thy feet, to cast the offering; 

*ShouIdst Thou come questioning. 

•I 

From out the earth-fed furnjccs of desire, 

(Ere Thou cam’st questioning,) 

This formleu and unfinished gift I brought, 

And on life’s anvil flung it down, white hot : 

A glowing^thing, of selfishness and fire, 

With blow on blow, I made the anvil ring ; 

(Ere Thou cam’st questioning). 

0 

“The hammer, Self-Control, beat hard on it; 
(Ere Thou cam’st questioning,) 

And with each blow, rose fiery sparks of pain ; 

I bc;ar their scars, on body, soul, and brain. 

Long, long I toiled ; and yet, dear Lord, unfit. 
And all unworthy, is the heart I bring. 

To meet Thy '^acstiia’ning.*' ^ 


ENGLAND, AWAKE ! ^ 


A BEAUTIFUL great lady, past her prime, 
Behold her dreaming in her ealy chair ; 
Grey robed, and veiled, in laces old and rare. 
Her smiling eyes see but the vanished timi^ 
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Of splendid prowess, and of deeds sublime* 

Self satisfied she sits, all unaware 

That peace has flown before encroaching care, 

And through her halls stalks hunger, linked with crime. 

4 

England, awake I from dreams of what has been, 

Look on what /V, and put the past away* 

Speak to your sons, until they understand, 

England, awake ! for dreaming now is sin ; 

In all your ancient wisdom, rise to-diy. 

And save the glory of your menaced land. 


BE NOT ATTACHED 


‘TJE not attached.” So runs the great command 
For those who seek to “ know ” and ** under¬ 
stand.” t 

Who sounds the waters of the deeper sea 
Must first draw up his anchor and go free, 

But not fqf iae, that knowledge. I must wait 
Until again I enter through life’s gate, 

I am not brave enough sail away 
To farther seas, and leave this beauteous bay* 

Ldve barnacled, my anchor lies; and oh I 
I would not lift it if I could, and go 

• V. 

All unattached, to find those truth* which lie 
Far out at lea, beneath a lonely sky. 



AN EPISODE 

Though peace of heart, and happiness of soul, 
Await the seeker at that farther goal. 

With love and all its rapture and its pain, 

Close to the shores of earth I must remain. 

Nor yet would I relinquish nfjr sweet dream 
To gain possession of the Fact supreme. * 

I am attached, and well content to stay, 
Learning f^uch truths as love may send my way. 


AN EPISODE 


A long the narrow Moorish street 
A blue-cyeJ soldier stroJe. 

(Ah, well-a day) 

Veiled from her lashes to her feet 
She step^d froSi her abode, 

(Ah, lack-a-day). ^ 


Now love may guard a favoured wife 
Who leaves the harem door ; 

(Ah, wcll-a-day^ 

But hungry heated is her life. 

When she is one of four. 

(Ah, lack-a-day.) 



THE VOICE OF THE VOICELESS 

« 

If black eyes glow with sudden fire 
And meet warm eyes ot Dluc— 

(Ah, well-a-day). 

The old, old story of desire 
Repeats itself anew, 

(Ah, lack-a-day.) 

When bugles blow the soldier flies-*' 
Though bitter tears may fall 
(Ah, lack-a-day), * 

IMaorish child with blue, blue eyes 
Plays in the harem hall. 

(Ah, well-a-day.) 4 


THE VOICE OF THE VOICELEfi^ 

1 AM the voice of the voiceless ; • 

Through me the dumb shall speak ; 

Till the deaf world’s ear be made to hear 
The of the wordless welit. 

From sAf'ict, from cage, and from kennel. 

From jungle and stall, the wail 
Of my tortured kin pfoclairas the sin 
^ Of tfic mighty against the frail* 

f 

I am a ray (jom the.centre ; 

And I will feed God’s sp«rk, 

Till a great light glows in the night and shows 
The dark deeds done in the dar^u 
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And full on the thoughtless sleeper 
Shall flash its glaring flame» 

Till he wakens to sec what crimes may be 
* Cloaked under an honoured name. 

a 

. The same, Force formed the sparrow 

That fashioned man, the king ; « 

The God of the Whole gave a spark of soul 
To furred and to feathered thing. 

And I am*my brother’s keeper, 

And I will light his light, 

And speak the word for beast and bird, ^ 

• Till the world shall set things right. 


no voice cavil at Science— 

I'^e strong torch-bearer of God; 

For brave are his deeds, though dying creeds, 
Must fall where his feet have trod. 

But he who %’'uld ttample kindness 
And mercy into the dust— ^ 

He has missed the trail, and his quest will fail ; 
He is not the guide jto trust. 


For love is the true religion, 

And love is the law 8u*blimc 

• • 

And all that is wrought, where love is not, 
Will die at the touch of time. 



2 so the voice of the voiceless 

t 

And Science, the great revcaler, 

Must flame his torch at the Source ; 

And keep it bright with that hoi)” lights 
Or his feet shall fail on the course. 


Oh, never a brufc in the forest, 

* And never a snake in the fen, 

Or ravening bird, starvation stirred. 

Has hunted its prey like men. 

For hunger, and fear, and passion 
Alone drive beasts to slay, 

But wonderful man, the crown of the plan, 
Tortures, and kills for play. 


He goes well fed from his table ; 

H e kisses his child and wife ; 

_ ^ 
Then he haunts a wood, till he orphans a brood, 

Or robs a deer of its life. 

He aims atji speck in thc^azurc^ 

Wingcdfclove, that has flown at a call ; 

It reels down to die, and he lets it lie ; 

His pleasure was seeing it fall. 

i. 

\ 

And one there was, weary of laurels, 

Of burdens and troubles of^graie 5 ^ 
fsothe jungle he sought, with the beautiful thought 
Of shooting a «he lion's mate^ 
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And one came down from the pulpit^ 

In the pride of a duty done. 

And hia cloth sufficed, as his emblem of Christ, 
While murder smoked out of his gun, 

• 

One stra^^from the haunts ot fashion 
With an indolent, unused brain ; 

But his sluggish heart feels a sudden start 
In the purpose of giving pain. 

And the fluttering flock of .pigeons, 

As they rise on eager wings, 

From prison to death, bring a catch in his breath ? 
• Oh^ the rapture of killing things I 

Now, this is the race as we find it, 

Where love, in the creed, spells hate ; 

An(f where bird and beast meet a foe in the priest 
And in rulers of fashion and State. 

But up to tlj£^ Kingdom of Thinkers 
Has risen the cry of our kin ; ^, 

And the weapons of thought arc^ burnished and 
brought 

To clash with the bludgeons of sin. 

Far Christ, of a million churches, 

Come near tcj^che earth agaiit; 

Be more than a name ; be a living Flame ; 

Make Good ” in the hearts of men. 



TIME’S DEFEAT 


Shine full on the path of Science, 

And show it the heights above, 

Where vast truths lie for the searching cj'C 
That shall follow the torch of love. 

TIME’S DEFEAT 

« 

T ime has made conquest of so many things 
That once were mine. Swift-footcd, eager 
youth 

That ran to meet the years; bold brigand health, 
That broke all laws of reason unafraid, 

And laughed at talk of punishment. 

Close tics of blood and friendship, joy of life,' 
Which reads its music in the major key 
And will not listen to a minor strain— * 

These things and many more arc spoils of time. 

Yet as a conif’eror who only storms 
The outposE of a town, and finds the fort 
Too strong to be assailed, so time retreats 
And knows his impotence. He cannot take 
three great jewels from the crown of life : 
Love, sympathy, and faith ; and year on year 
He sees them gfow in lustre in worth, 

And glowers by me, plucking at his beard, 

And dragging, as he goes, a useless tcythc. 



V THE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC 253 

<Oace in th« dark he plotted with his friend 
Grinii Death, to steal my treasures. Death replied : 
^'They arc immortal, and beyond thy reach, 

I could but set them in another sphere, 

To shine with greater lustre.” 


Time and DcatK 

Passed on together, knowing their defeat; 

And I am sirtging by the road of life. 


THE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC 

I HAVE listened to the sighing of the burdened and 
the bound, 

I have heard it change to crying, with a menace in the 
sound; 

I have seen the 45oncy-|ctter8 pass unheeding on the 
way, • 

As they went to forge ucw fetters for thS people day by 
day. 


Then the voice of Labour thundered forth its purpose 
and its need, ^ * • 

w 

And ! marvelled, and 1 wondered, at the cold dull ear 
of greed i 



*54 the hymn of the REPUBLIC 

« # 

For as chimes, in some great steeple, tell the passing of 

the hour, 

So the voices of the people cell the death of purchased 
power. 


All the gathered dust of ages, God is li^elung froni His 
book ; 

He is opening up its pages, and He bids His children 
look ; « 

And in shock and con*Hagration, and in pestilence and 
strife, 

He is speaking to the nations, of the brevity of li/e? 


Mother Earth herself is shaken by our sorrows and our 
crimes; 

t 

And she bids her sons awaken to the portent of the 
times ; 

With her travail pains upor% her, is hurling from 
their places 

All the miniotis of dishonour, to admit the Coming 
Race. 


By voice of Justice bidden, she has torn the mask 
from might ;* ^ 

All the shameful secrets hidden, she b dragging into 
light j » 
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And whoever wrongs his neighbour must be brought tc 
judgment mWi 

Thoueh he wear the badge of Labour, or a crown upon 
his brow. 


. 4 ■'k' % 

There is growthVin Revolution, if the word is under¬ 
stood ; * 

It is one with Evolution, up from self, to brotherhood ; 
He who utters 4 t lyihceding, bent on self, or selfish 

gain, 

His own day of doom is speeding, though he toil, or 
fhpugh he reign. 


0od is calling to the masses, to the peasant, and the 

P""' V 

He is calling to all classes, that the crucial hour is 
near; 

For each rotting thionc must tremble, and fall broken 
in the dust, • 

With the leaders who dissemble, and betfay a people's 
trust. 


Still the voice of God Is calling ; and above the wreck 
I see, if ] 

And beyond the gloom appalling, the great Guvernment- 
to*Be. 



THE RADIANT CHROT 


2^6 

From the rains it has risen^ and my soul is overjoyed. 

For the school supplants the prison, and there are 
“ unemployed.’* 

c 

And there are no children's faces at the spiedle or the 
loom ; . ^ 

They arc out in sunny places, where^hc other tweet 
things bloom ; 

God has purified the alleys, He has set the white slaves 
free, , • 

And they own the hills and valleys in this Government* 
to-Bc. 


THE.RADIANT CHRIST 


A rise, O master artisi of the age, 

And paint the picture v;hich at once shall be 
Immortal art and bless'd pfophecjfci 
The bruised vision of the world assuage ; ' 

To earth’s ilirk book add one illumined page, 

So scintillant with truth, that all who sec 
Shall breajc from superstition and stand free. 

N<fv let this wondrous work ihy hand engage. 

1 .il mortal sorrow of the Nazarene, 

, • 

Too long has been faith’s symbol and its sign; 

Too long a dying Saviour has sufficed. 

Give U5 the glowing emblem which shall mean 
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Mankind awakened to the Self Divine 3 
‘The living emblem of the Radiant ChriBt. 


Too long crucifix on Calvary's height 
fii't cast its 8U\dow on the human hearu 
Let now Religion's great co-worker Art, * 
Limn on the background of departing nighr, 
The shining Face^ll palpitant with light. 

And God's true message to th^ world impart. 

Go tell each toiler in the home and mart, 

** Christ is with ye, if ye seek aright." 

The world forgets the vital word Christ taught; 
The only word the world has need to know ; 
The answer to creation’s problem—Love. 

The wyld remembers wliat the Christ forgot 3 
His cross of anguish and His death of woe ; 
Release the martyr, and the Cross remove ! 

Ill ^ 

For now “ the former things have passed away/' 
And man, forgetting that which lies behind, 

And ever pressing forward, seeks to find * 

The prize of his high calling. Send a ray 
From art's bright sui^to fortify thejhay, 

And blaze the trail to every mortal mind 
The new religion lies in being kind 3 
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Faith stands and works, where once it knelt to pray ; 
Faith counts its gain, where <. nee it reckoned loss i 
Ascending paths its patient feet have trod ; . ^ 

Man looks within, and finds salvation there* 

Release the suffering Saviour from the 
And give the waiting world its Rad^rt GoJ. 

AT BAY 

wirf-: 

t J 

R each out your arms, and hold me dose and 
fast. 

7 ’ell me there are no memories of your past ^ ' ^ 

That mar this love of ours, so great, so vast. 

HUSBAND 

Some truths a'^c cheapened when too oft fverred. 
Does not the deed speak loader than the word ? 
(Dear God, that old dream woke again and stirred.) 

r # 

« WIPE 

As you lovV me, you never loved before ? 

Though oft you say it, say it yet once more. 

My heart is jealous of those days of yore. 

^ HUSBAND 

Sweet wife, d^ar comrade, mother of my child, 

My life is your* by memory undefiled* 

(It stirs again, that passion britipf and wild.) 
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WIFB 

You never knew a happier hour than this? 

two alone, our hearts surcharged with bliss, 
Nor other kisses, sweet as my own kiss ? 


HUSBAKD 

I was a thirsty field, long parched with drouth 
You were the warm rain, blowing from the south, 
, ah, the primnon madness of her mouth ! 



would not, if you could, go down life’s track 
For just one little moment and bring back 
Some vanished rapture that you mbs or lack ? 

HUSBAND 

1 am content. You are my life, my all. 

(One burning hour, but one, could 1 recall ; 

God, how men wher:^ driven to the wall!) 


THE BIRTH OF JEALOUSY 


W ITH brooding mien and sultry eyis, 
Outside the gates of Paradise 
Eve sat, and fed the ^ggot flame * 

That lit the path whence Adam came. 

(Strange are the wakings of a woman’s mind.) 



a6d THE BIRTH OF JEALOUSY 

H is giant shade preceded him, 

Along the pathway green, aiid dim ; 

She heard his swift approaching tread, 

But still she sat with drooping head. 

(Dark are the jungles of unhappy thought^} 

• * . 

He kissed her mouth, and gazed w^hin 

H%r troubled eyes ; for since their sin. 

His love had grown a thousandfold. 

But Eve drew back ; her face \*rs cold. 

(Oh, who can read the cipher or a soul.) 

** Now art thou mourning still, sweet wife ^ 

Spake Adam tenderly, “ the life 
Of our lost Eden ? Why, in t,Ui 
All Paradise remains for me.” 

(Deep, deep the currents in a strong man's heart.) 

Thus Eve : ** Nay, not lost Eden's bliss 
I mourn ; for heavier wo^ than tl^is 
Wears on mi^with one thought accurccd. 

In Jldam^s%Life 1 am netfrst, 

(O woman's mind ! what hells arc fashioned there,) 


“,Thc 8«rpcnt whispered Lilith's name : 

^ It was thus he drove me to my shame) 

Pluck yondersfruit, hd said, ^nd know, 

How Adam loved her^ long ago. 

(Fools, fools, who w'andcr searching after pain.) 



THE BIRTH OF JEALOUSY 


** I «tte; like an ancient ftcrolt, 

I saw that other life unroll ; 

I saW thee, Adam, far from here 
v/ith Lilith on a wondrous sphcrc- 
(Bold, hold, the daring of a jealous heart.) 


** Na}% tell me ^ot I dreamed it all ; 

Last night in sleep thou didst let fall 
Her name in tenderness ; I bowed 
My stricken hcad^nd cried al»ud. 

{Vast, vast the torment of a self-made woe.) 

*• 

** And it was then, and not before, 

That Eden shut and barred its door. 

Alone in God’s great world I seemed. 
Whilst yiou of thy lost Lilith dreamed. 

(Oh, who can measure such wide loneliness.) 


** Now every liiTlc brcc/^ that sings. 

Sighs Lilith, like thy whisperings. ^ 

Oh, where can sorrow hide its fare, 

When Lilith, Lilith, fills all space f’* 

(And Adam in the darkness spake no word.) 
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SUMMER’S FAREWELL 


SUMMER’S FAREWELL 

A ll in the time when Earth did most deplore 
The cold ungracious aspect of voung May, 

af » , r 

Sweet Summer came, and bade him s^iilc once more ; 
She wove bright garlands, and in winsome play 
She bound him willing captive* Day by day 
She found new wiles wherewith h^ hc^rt to please; 

Or bright the sun, dr if the skies were grey, 

They laughed together, under spreading trees, 

By running brooks, or on the sandy shores of seas., 


They were but comrades. To that radiant maid 
No serious w’ord he spake j no lovers’ plea. 

Like careless children, glad and unafraid, 

They sported in their opulence of glee. 

Her shining tresses floated wild and free ; 

In simple lines her emerald,-garment hung ; 

She was botlrgood to hear, and fair to sec ; 

And when sh^^aughed, then Earth laughed too, and flung 
His cares behind him, and grew radiant and young. 


O I golden day, as he reclined beneath 
rhe arching azure of enchanting skies, 

Fair Summer came, engirdled tsdth a wreath 
Of gorgeous leaves all scintillant with dyes* 
Efl’ulgcnt was she ; yet withiif her cyea, 
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There hung a quivering mist of tears unshed. 

Her crimson^mantled bosom shook v^rith sighs ; 
Aboj^rc him bent the glory of her head ; 

And on his mouth she pressed a splendid kiss, and fled. 


THE GOAL 

A ll roadr|th It lead to,God arc good ; 

What matters it, your faith, or mine? 
Both centre at the goal divine 
*0f love^ eternal Brotherhood. 


The kindly life in house or street ; 

The life of prayer and mystic rite; 

THe student’s search for truth and light— 
These paths at one great junction meet. 

# • 

Before the oldest hook was writ,« 

Full many a prehistoric soul # 

Arrived at this unchanging goal, 

Through changeless Love, that led to it 

• 

What matters that one found his Christ 
In rising sun, of burning Hre f 
If faith within him did not tire, 

His longing for the truth sufficed. 
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THE GOAL 


Before our “ Christian hell Was brought 
To edify a modern world, 

Full many a hate filled soul was hurled 
In lakes of fire by its own thought. 

i' 

A chous.ind have come and ; 

^ But wJiat is that to you or 
Creeds are but branches of a tree— 

The root of love !i\es on and on. 

T hough branch by branch proves withered W’ood 
The root is warm with precious wine ; 

Then keep your faith, and leave me 
J// roads that lead to God arc good. 


CHRIST CRUCIFIED 

N OW ere I slepj, my p^yer had been 
^hat I m’ght see my way 
To doV.hc will of Christ, our Lord 
and Master, day by day; 

And with this prayer upon my lips, 

I knew not that I dreamed, 

But suddenly the world of night 
a papdemonium seemed. 

From forest, and from slaughter house, 
from bull ring, and krom stall. 
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CHRIST CRUCIFIED 

Ther^ ro»c an anguished cry of pain, 

« loud, appealing call ; 

As man—the dumb beast's next of ki.i—- 
with gun, and whip, and knife, 
mt pleasure-seeking through the eanh, 
^Sylood-bent on taking li/e. 

From tra^, and cage, and house, and zoo^ 
and street, that awful strain 

Of tortured creatures rose and swelled 
the or^Restra of paip. 

And then methoughi the gentle Christ 
appeared to me, and spoke : 

** I called you, but ye answered not ”— 
and in my fear 1 woke. 


'l\cn next I heard the roar of mills ; 

and moving through the noise. 

Like phantoms in^n underworld, 
were little girls and boy4 
Their backs were bent, their bj^vvs were paic, 
their eyes were sad and old ; 

But by the labour of their hands 
greed added gold to gold* 

Again the Presence and the Voice ; 

** Behold 4he crimes 1 sc(, 

As ye have done it unto these, 
so have«ye done to me/' 
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CHRIST CRUCIFrED 

Again 1 slept. I seemed to dimb 
a hard| ascending track ; 

And just behind me laboured one 
whose patient face was black. 

1 pitied him ; but hour by liour 
he gai-ia^ upon the path ; 

He stood beside me, stood upright— 
and then I turned in wrath. 

“ Go back !” I cried. ** What right have you 
to walk be^de me her<?^^ ** 

For you are black, and I am white.” 

I paused, struck dumb with fear. 

For lo ! the black man was not there, , •* 
but Christ stood in his place ; 

And oh I the pain, the pain, the pain 
that looked from that dear fate. 


Now when I woke, the air wai^rife 
with«ihat sweet, rhythmic din 
Wliich !tlls the world that Christ has come 
to save mankind from sin 
And through the open door of church 
and temple passed a throng, 

■ To worship Him with bended knee, 
with sprmon, and wkh song. 

But over all I heard the cry 
of hunted, mangled tlmigs; 
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THE TRIP TO mIrS 

I 

Those creatures which are part of God, 
though they have hoofs and wings, 
1 MW in mill, and mine, and shop, 
the little slaves of greed ; 

Itheard the strife of race with race, 
\wll sprung from one God-seed. 
And then I bowed my head in shame, 
and in contrition cried— 

“ Lo, after nineteen hundred years, 
Chri6.t‘%tlll is Crucified." 


THE TRIP TO MARS 

I 

O H I by and by we shall hear the cry, 
** This is the way to Mars. 

<?omc take a trip, on the morning Ship ; 
It sails by the Isle of Stars. 

• . • 

** A glorious view of planctsjiew 
Wc promise by night and 
Past dying suns our good ship runs, 

And we pause at the Milky Way.’* 

• 

I am almost sure we will take tliat tour 
Together, jny dear, my dtar. 

For, ever have we, by land and sea, 

Gone journeying far and near. 
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TljE TRIP TO MARS 

Out over the deep—o*er mountain* steep 
We have travelled mile on mile ; 

And to sail stway to the Martian Baf, 

Oh I that were a trip worth while. 

Our ship will race through seas of space^ 

Up into the Realms of Light, 

Till the whirling ball of the earth grows small, 

And is utterly lost to sight; 

% 

Through the nebulous spawn wh^;c planets are born, 
We shall pass with sails well furled, 

And with eager eyes wc will scan the skies, 

For the sights of a new-made world. 

From the derelict barque of a sun gone dark, 

Adrift on our fair ship’s path, 

A beacon star shall guide us afar, 

And far from the comet’s wrath. 

r a 

Oh ! many a sv-rt of pulse and heart 
We have fflt at the sights of land. 

But what would we do if the dream came true. 

And we sighted the Martian strand ? 

Sc.\ if some day you come and say, 

They are sailing to Mars, I^car, 

I want you to know I am ready to go— 

All ready, my dear, my dear. „ 
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FICTION AND FACT 


I N books I read, how men have lived and died, 
With hopeless love deep in their bosoms hidden. 
While for whom the)' long in secret sighed, 

Went ^her way, nor guessed this flame unbidden. 

In real life, I never chanced to sec 
The woman who was loved, and did not know it 
And observation pfoves this fact to me : 

No man can lofe a woman and not show it. 


PROGRESS 

T here is no progress in the<world of bees, 
However wise and wonderful tlicy are, 
I'heir ^Ji8dora makes not increase. Lies the bar, 
To wider goals, in that tense strife to please 
A Sovereign Ruler ? Forth from flowers to trees 
Their little quibt is ; n#t from star to star. 

This is not growth ; the mighty tffkur 
Comes not to do his work with such'^s these. 

So in the world of men j when legions toil 
To feed a Monarch, and begem a cjown,* 

They build before high heaven a narrowing wall 
And the great purpose of Crcation*spoiL 
Not on, and upward, is the trend, but down ; 
The Race can rise^but with the rise of all. 
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HOW THE WHITE ROSE CAME 

T he roses all were pink and red, 
Before the Bumble Bee, 

A lover bold, with cloak of gold. 

Came singing merrily 
Along the sunlit ways that Ic^ 

From woodland, and from lea. 

^ * 

He paused beside an opening rose, 

The garden’s pet and pride; 

She burst in flower that very hour, 

VVhile wooing zephyrs sighed; 

No smile had she for one of those, 

And hope within them died. 

The ardent butterfly in vain 
On radiant wings drew near ; 

The hapless moth in vain grew wroth— 
The fair rose leanctJ to hcai* 

The decl^-Jv'oiccd stranger’s low refrain 
That llirilled upon her car. 

She gave her heart in love's delight 
Add let the whole world see j 
Alas! one day, away, away, 

Sped trifant Bumble Bte ; 

’Twas then the red rose turned to white- 
So was the tale told me.* 
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• I 


I LOOK TO SCIENCE 

I LOOK to Science for the cure of Crime ; 

To\^ticnt righting of s thousand wrong-V; 
To final healing of a thousand 
Blind runner and cruel egotist 
It yet leads *on to more than mortal sight, 

And the large kno^'lcdgc that means hurnblcncesj 
And tender loVc for all created things. 


I look to Science for the Coming Race 
Growing from seed selected ; and from soil 
Love fertilised ; and pruned by wisdom’s hand. 
Till out of mortal man spring demi-gods. 

Strong primal creatures with awakened souls 
And normal passions, governed by the will, 
Leaving a trail of glory where they tread. 


I look to Science for the growth ffTfalth. 

That bold denier of accepted creeds— 

That mighty doubter of accepted truths— 

Shall yet reveal Godk secrets to the worljJ, 

And prove the facts it seeks to overthrow. 

And a new name shall Science henceforth bear---* 
The Great Religion of the Universe. 
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APPRECIATION 


T hey prize not most the opulence of June 
Who from the year’s beginning to its dose 
Dwell, where unfading verdure tireless 
And where sweet summer’s harp is kepx in tunc. 

must have listened to the winter’s rune, 

And felt impatient longings for the rose* 

Ere its full radiance on our vision glows, 

Or with its fragranusoul we can^commune. 

Not they most prize life’s blessings, and delights^ 

Who w'alk in safe and sunny paths alway. , ' 

But those who, groping in the darkness, borrow * 
Pale rays from hope, to lead Kxcm through the nighty 
And in the long, long watches wait for day. 

He knows not joy who has not first know^n sorrow. 


THE AWAKENING 

i t 

I LOVE*ii»c tropics, where sun and rain 
Go toth together, a joyous train, 

To hold up the green, gay side of the world, 
And to keep earth's banners of bloom unfurled 

1 

I I love the scents that are hidden there 

€ 

By houseke^jper 'l ime, in %her chests of air : 
Strange and subtle and all a-rife, 

With vague lost dreams of » bygone life. 
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They steal upon you by night and day, 

But never a whifF can you take away ; 

^And never a song of a tropic bird 
Oiftside of its palm-decked laud is heard. 

% 

And n6<Vhcre else can you know the sweet 
Soft, ** joy-in.^qothing,*’ that comes with the heat 
Of tropic regions. And yet, and yet, 

If in evergreen worlds my way were set 

W 

I would span the waters of wn’dcst seas 
^To see the wonder of waking trees ; 

7o feel the shock of sudden delight 
That comes when the orcliard has changed in a 
night. 

From the winter nun to the bride of May, 

And ihe harp of Spring is attuned to play 
The wedding march, and the sun is priest, 

And the wor^d is bidden to join the feast. 

Oh, never is felt in a tropic clinic,^ 

Where the singing of birds is a ceaseless chime, 
That leap o* the blood, and the rapture thrill. 

That comes to us here, with the first bhd’s trill ; 
And only the eye that has looked on snous 
Can see the beauty^that Ifes in a A>$e. 

The lure of the tropica I understand, 

But ho! for the Spring in my native land. 
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MOST BLEST IS HE 

« I 

M ost blcst is he who in the morning time 
Sets forth upon his journey wj|;l^no staff 
Shaped by another for his use. Who sees 
The imminent necessity for toiJii' 

And with each morning wakens to the thought 
Of tasks that wait his doiiig.^ Never yet 
Has unearned leisure and thc^gift of gold 
Bestowed such benefits upon the young 
As need and loneliness ; and when life adds 
The burden of a duty, difiicuU, 

And hard to carry, then rejoice, O soul! 

And know thyself one chosen for high things. 
Behind thee walk the Helpers. Yet lead on ! 
They only help the lifters, and they gitc 
But unto those who also freely give. 

Not till thy will, thy courage, and thy strength 
Have done ^heir utmost, and thy love has flowed 
In pity ai^d compassion, out to all 
(The worthless, the ungrateful, and the wxal:, 

As well as to the worthy and the strong) 
Cansttthou receive invisible support. 

Do first thy part, and all of it, before 
Asking the iielpers lo do ^ght for thee. 

For this alone the Universe exists. 

That man may find himselfls Destiny. 
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NIRVANA 


A DROP of water risen from the ocean 

forgot its cause, and spake with deep emotion 
Unto a p^issing breeze. “How desolate 
And all forlorn is my unhappy fate. 

1 know not whence I came, or where I go. • 
Scorched by the sun, or chilled by winds that blow, 

1 dwell in space a fittle time, then pass 
Out into the niglit and nothingness—alas !** 


“T^ay,” quoth the breeze, “ my friend, that cannot be. 
Thou dost reflect the Universe to me. 

Look at thine own true self, and there behold 
A world of light, all scintillant with gold.” 

J use there the drop sank back into the wave 
From whence it ctfmc. Nay, that was not its grave! 

« • 

It lived, it moved, it was a joyous ijart 
Of that strong palpitating ocean ITeav^; 

Its little dream of loneliness was done ; 

It woke to And, Self, and Cause, w'cre one. 

So ehalt thou wake, sad mortal, when thyicoursc 
Has run its karmic round, and reached the Source, 
And even now thou 4ost reflect thetwhole 
Of God’s great glory in thy shining soul. 



LIFE 


O H ! I feel the growing glorf 
Of our life upon this sphere, 
Of the life that like a river 
Runs for ever and for ever, 

From the somewhere to hi:re, 
And still on and onward flowi*jg. 
Leads us out to larger k ’owing. 
Through the hidden, to ^fhe clear. 

And I feel a deep thanksgiving 
For the sorrows I have known ; 
For the worries and the crosses, 
And the grieving and the losses, 
That along my path were sown. 
Now the great c'.ernal meaning ^ 
Of each trouble 1 am gleaning, 

And the harvest is m/ own. 

•i 

« 

I am opuJcnt with knowledge 
Of the Purpose and the Cause, 

And I go my way rejoicing, 

And in singing seek the voicing 
Of love's never-failing laws. 

From (the now, unto^the Yonder, 
Full of'beauty and orirondcr, 

Life flpwB ever withouj pause* 
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« 

And I feel the exultation 
Of a child that loves its play, 

Though the ranks of friends arc thinning. 
Still the end is but beginning 
a larger, fuller day, 

And the joy of life Is spilling 
From my spirit, as all willing 
1 go spccS*ing on my way. 


jrWO MEN 


S O much one thought about the life beyond 
He did not diain the waters of his pond ; 
And when death laid his children *neath the sod 
He called it—“ tlie mysterious will of God.” 

He would not strive for worldly gain, not he. 

His wialth, he said, was stored in God’s To Be. 
He kept his mortal body poorly drest. 

And talked about the garments of the blest. 

And when to^iis last ^cep he laid him down, 
His only mourner begged her widow’s gown. 


One was not sure there was a life to come. 

So made an Eden of his earthly home. ♦ 

He strove for wealth and with an open hand 
He comforted the n^edy in his land.. 

He wore new garments often, and the old 
Helped many a biy>thcr to keep out the cold. 

'9 _ 
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I 

He said this life was such a little span 
Man ought to make the most of if—for mao. 
And when he died the fortune that he left ^ 
Gave succour to the needy and bereft. 


ONLY BE STfltL 


O NLY be still, and m the iilencc grow/* 

If thou art seeking what jjie gods bestow. 
This is the simple, safe, and certain way 
That leads to knowledge for N^hich all men pray 
Of higher laws to govern things below. 


But in our restless discontent we go 
With noisy importuning day on day—^ 
Drowning the inner voice that strives to say 
“ Only be still, and in the silence grow." 

* « 

% 

We doubt, w,c cavil, and we talk of woe— 

* 

We delve in book'i, and waste our forces so ; 

Wc cling to creeds that were not meant to star, 
And,close our ears to Truth’s immortal lay. 

1 Oh wouldst thou see, and understand, and know I 
** Only be siyi, and m the silence grow.” 



OUT 


PARDONED OUT 


J 'M pardoned out. Again the stars 
Shine on me with their myriad eyes. 
So long Fve peered 'twixt iron bars, 
pm awed by this expanse of skies. 

The worlS is wider than I thought, 

And yet *ti3 not so wide, 1 know, 

But into its remotest sgot 
My ialc*of shame can go. 


Pm pardoned out. Old Father Time 
Who seemed to halt in horror, when 
I stained my manhood by a. crime. 

With steady step moves on again, 

^nd through the black appalling night, 
That walled me in a gloom accurst, 
The wonder of the morning light 
In suAlcn glory burst. 

• 

Fm pardoned out. I shall be itnown 
No more by number, but by name. 
And yet each whispering wind has blown 
Abroad the story of my shame. • 

I dread to see men shrink away 
With startlci looks of scorif dr feai, 
When in life’s crowded marts some day, 
That nami falls on their car. 



z8o THi 'MbES 

r 

I'm pardoned out, ah God I to roam 
Like some whipped dog among my kind. 
I have no friends, I have no home, 

Save these bleak walls I leave behind. 

I low can I face the world of men, / 

My comrades in the days of yore? 

Oh I hide me in my cell again, 

I ^ 

And, warden, luck the door. 


fUE TIDEC 


O H, vain is the stern protesting , 
Of winds, v\hcn rhe tide runs higR ; 
And vainly tlie dccp-s,'a waters 
Call out, as the W'a\es speed by ; 

For, deaf to rhe claim of the ocean. 

To the threat of the loud winds dumb, 
Past reef and bar, to ihures afar, 

They rush when,^he hour^is come. 

Vainl)^ fhe tempest thunders, 

Of unsexed waves that roam, 

Away from the mid-sea calmness. 

Where Nature made their home. 

For the voice of the great Moon^Mothcr, 
Has iJpoken and saidi “ Be free.” 

And the tide must go to the strong full flow, 
In the time of the pewgee* 
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So vain is the cry of the masters, 

And vain the pica of the hearth 
Asjthe ranks of the strange New Woman 
Go sweeping across the earth. 

They h^vc conic from hall and hovel, 

They have pushed through door arul gate ; 

On the world’s highway they arc crowded to-day, 
For the hour the hour of fate. * 


Many arc hurt in fhc crowding. 

The light of the home burns dim ; 

ATT(J man is aghast at the changes, 

^ Though all can be traced to him. 

They sat too long at the hearthston^', 

And sat too oft alone : 

And the silence spoke, and their souls awoke, 
And now they must claim their own. 


Let no man hope to hinder, 

Let no man bid them pause : 

They are moved by a hidden purpose, 
They follow resistless laws. 

And out of the wreck and chaos 
Of the order that u|pd to Be, • 
A strong new race shall take its place 
In a world we ar^yct to see. 



tSt PRCKStltESSION 

« 

Oh, ever has man been leader, 

Yet failed as woman*8 guide. 

It is better that she step foruard. 

And take her place at his side« 

For only from greater woman, 

May come the greater man, 

Through hfe’s long cjucst they should walk abreast 
As was meant by the primal prfn. 


PROGRESSION 

T O each progressive soul there comes a dajr* 

When all things that have pleased and satisfied 
Grow flavourless, the springs of joy seem dried. 

No more the waters of youth*s fountains play j 
Yet out of r^'ach. tiptoc’iig as they may, ^ 

The more mature and lugher pleasures hide. 

Li'e, like a careless nurse, fails to provide 
New toys for those ihctoul has rast away. 

Upon a strange land’s border all alone, 

Awhile it stand? d» mayed and desolate. 

Nude to<j, since its old garments are outgrown; 

Till clothed with strength befitting its estate, 

It grasps at Ici^gth those raptures that are known 
To souls who learn to labour, and to wait* 
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ACQUAINTANCE 

N ot we who daily walk the city’s street, 

Not those who have been cradled in its heart, 
Best understand its architectural art 
Or realise its grandeur. Oft we meet 
Some stranger who lus staid his passing feet 
And lingered wifti us for a single hour, 

And learned morc^of cathedral, and of tower, 

Than we who deem our knowledge quite coinplcte. 

0 

Not always those we hold most loved and dear, 
always those who dwell with us, know best 
' Out greater selves. Because they stand so near 
They cannot sec the lofty mountain crest, 

The gleaming sun-kissed height, which fair and clear 
Stands |prth—revealed unto the somc-timc guest, 

A'rrAINMENT 

T here is no summit you may not attain, 

No purpose which you may not yet achieve 
If you will wait serenely and believe. 

Each seeming loss is but a step to’rd gain. 

Between the mountain-tops lie vale and plain ; 

Let nothing make you question, doubt, or grieve ; 
Give only good, and good alone receive ; • 

And as wclcogie joy, so welcome pain. 



^ THE TOWER-ROOM 

t 

That which you most desire awaits your word 
Throw wide the door and bid it enter in. 
Speak, and the strong vibrations shall be stirred ; 

Speak, and above earth’s loud, unmeaning din* 
Vour silent declarations shall be heard. 

All things arc possible to God’s own kin. 


THE TOWER^R^OM 

i/ 

T here is & room sereng and fair, 

All palpitant with light and air; 

Free from the dust, world’s noise and fuss—■« . 
God’s Tower-room in cacli of us. 

Oh I many a stair our feet must press, 

And climb from self to selflessness, 

Before we reach that radiant room 
Above the discord and the gloom. 

So many, many stairs to climb, 

But mount them gently—take your time ; 

Rise leisurely, nor strive to run— 

Not so the mightiest feats are done* 

p 

Well doing of the little things: 

Repression ^of the word that stings { 

The tempest of the mind made still 
By victory of the God-like ^ill. 
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The hated task performed in love— 
All these are stairs that wind above 
The things that trouble and annoy, 
Up to the Tower'room of joy. 

Rise leisurely; the stairs once trod 
Reveal the mountain peaks of God ; 
And from ifs upper room the soul 
Sees all, in one united whole. 


FATHER 

T I E never made a fortune, or a noise 
JL X In the world where men are seeking after fame ; 
But he had a healthy brood of girls and boys 
Who loved the very ground on which he trod. 

They thought him just a little short ol God ; 

Oh, you should have heard the way they said his name— 

Father.^ 


There seemed to be a loving little prayer 
,ln their voices, even when they called him “ Dad." 
Though the man was never heard of anywhpre 
As a hero, yet you somehow understood 
He was doing well his gart and making ,good ; 

And you knew it, by the way his children had 

Of spying “ Father.** 
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lie gave them neither eminence nor weahh| 

But he gave them blood untainted with a vice. 

And the opulence of undiluted health. 

He was honest, and unpurchable and kind; 

He was clean in heart, and body, and in mind 
So he made them heirs to riches without price — 

This father. 

He never preached or scolded ; an<d the rod— 

Well, he used it as a tufning pole in p1a*y. 

But he showed the tender sympathj of God 
To his children in their troubles, and their joys. 

He was always chain and comrade with his boys, i 
And his daughters—oh, jou to hear them say 

“ Father.** 


Now I think of all achievements 'tis the least 
To perpetuate the species ; it is done 
By the insect and the serpenl, and thi beast. 

But the man who ketps his body, and his thought, 
^ortb bestovvirtg on an offspring love-begot, 

Then th^- highest earthly glory he has won. 

When in pride a grown-np daughter or a son 

Says “ Thai’s Father/* 
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tHE NEW HAWAIIAN GIRL 

EXPLANATORY 

KameHa^eHa FixSTjOf the Hawaiian Islands, conquered his 
foes in a great battle, drivin^j them over the high mountain 
peals known as Pali—one of the famous scenic views of the 
world, and the goal^if ail visitors in Honolulu. ^ 

The Hula (ptonounced koala) was the national muscle and 
abdominal dance of t^awaii, and the late King Kalakua was 
its enthusiastic pat*on. The costume of the dancers was 
compt)sed chiefly of ||cirts of grass! The Hula (so attired) is 
now fSPbidden by law. I'he Hula Kui is a modification of 
^Jance and exceedingly giaccful. * 

Nj^ny charming young ic-lf-supporting women in Honolulu 
Uace their ancestr)'back to Kamehameha with great pride. 
The chant is a weird sing-song which relates the conquests of 
the race. 

It is the custom in Honolulu to present guests at feasts and 
fcsmals, or departing visitors, with long wieaihs of natural 
flowers, and which are worn by men as well as women, al>out 
the head, bat, and neck. Ihese wreaths called lais (pro¬ 
nounced sometimes reach lielow the waist. 

The flower-sellers are one of national features of 
Honolulu, 

^cent made to represent grounds at Hawaiian HotcL 
Sort of open cafe or pavilion with pah^y vineSy and 
tropic flowers, ralph sitting alone with a drea 

air. 

Enter ethel — in short traveliing suiJ—typua/ Jmericait 
ffrl-^blonde and petite. 
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ETHEL 


O H, here you are. Your sister and your mothei 
Commissioned me detective, sleuth, and 
To find the disappearing son and brother ; 

And tell him that the time is slipping by. 

Our boat will sail in just two hours, }ou know. 

Dear Honolulu, how I hate to go. | 


Ralph 

Don’t mention it; I shun the ver^ thought, 

ETHEL 

You see this is the sort of thing one hears 
And don’t believe, until one sees the spot. 
We left New York in snow up to its cars ; 
And now a Paradise ! the palm, the rose, ^ 
The Boaganvillia, and the breath of summer. 


RALPrt 

I tell you Honolulu'is a hummer. 

It pays for six bng d.iys upon the ocean— 

And thdj>c sad memories of a ship’s queer motion. 

^ , ETHEL 

1 , 

There's one thjqg, though, thaj’s disappointed me— 
‘ The much exploi'ted Honolulu maid, 

1 iuven't seen a beauty in the to^yn. 
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RAX. PH 

TheyVc thick as ripe bananas on a tree. 

You have not been observing, I'm afraid, 

' ETH£L her shoulders) 

Oh well, tastes differ ; I don’t care for brown, 

At least for thisrfpronounced Hawaiian shade ^ 

I really can’t imagine how a man 
Could love a.girl ^yed to a chronic tan. 

RALPH 

•*"£«fneone has said, ‘Love goes where it is sent.* 

ETHEL {^sadly) 

1 think that true ; one cannot guide its bent. 

But I nyast go ; and will you come along ? 

Your mother said to bring you. 

paLLPH 

^ Not quite yet ; 

ril wait until that bird completes its song ; 

The last I’ll hear, till many a sun has set. ^ 

Just tell the folks I’ll meet them on the piT?r. 

[^Exit ETHEL, looking disappointed 

RALPH (sittij^ dowh in a rp^rrie) 

A nice girl, Ethel ; but, by Jove, it's queer 
I'he way a fellow's^stubborn mind will turn 
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4 


I 

To something that he should forget. That face— . 
I saw once on a San Francisco street, 

How well I do recall the time and place 1 
“ A girl from Honolulu,” someone said. 

I wonder where she is now ! Married ? F^eadi 
[vf silent reverie for a moment. Then speaks 
again.] ^ 

I planned this trip wdth just one crazy thought— 

To look upon that strange girrs/acc once more, 

That is the luny project which has brought 
The four of us to this idyllic shoA. 

[Laughs and lights a dgarl] 


ifs' 


My scheme was worked with such consummate fafc 
That mother thinks she planned the whole affair. 

Then she invited Ethel as her guest. 

[Silence for a moment 

Well, sometimes mothers know just what if best 
For wayward sons. ^ 

And yet, and yet, and yet, 

Why is it one girl’s face I can’t forget ? 

Why is it that I feel despondent hearted 
In missing that fool hope for which I started ? 

Four thousand miles is something of a chase 
To run tp cover one elusive face 
'And then to. / *7. 

^ (k 

l^verte^,^ chknt is ^eard autside, Thi man 
listens, ' The chant eeases and then a maiden 
sUudy approaches calling $ut her fmer wares^ 
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^ which sht carries in a basket / she wears several 
lais herself^ on hat and neck. She does net observe 
m the man at jirst^ 

^FLOWER GIRL {calls in a musical voice) 

Lais, lais, royal lais, beautiful flowers in bloom i 
Colours of splendour, fragrance so tender, 

Blossoms to brigl^tcn your room ; 

Lais, lais, royal la», who buys— 

* 

/I ']l 

RALFH [leans forward and says aside 

(Kuc and the serpent meet in Paradise,) 

iiu moves forward as the maid enters the doorway. 
Recognition shows in both faces. Then the 
maiden recovers her self possession and starts to go.] 

RALPH [with sudden bold: ess and excitement) 

Til buy you out, in case you then are free 
To stay awhil<f, bcncath*ihis banyan tree, 

And tell me all about your lovety land, 

B 

FLOWER GIRL (with dignity) 

Your pardon, sir, I do not understand. 

^ « * 

RALPH *wh seem^ drunk with exj^^jhiratiju) 

% 

Oh well, ^tis plain enough ; from realms of snow 
I landed here some ^ttlc time ago. 
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« I 

A lonely orphan^ without kith or kin. 

I need a friend. 

[flower girl gives him an indignant^ sut^rhea 
glance. Then speaks with quiet sarcasm.^ 

Sir, they will take you in’- 
On Hotel Street. The Y.Ni.C.A. there 
Shelters all homeless youths within its pale. 

f 

RALPH [shakhig his hnui sadly) 

\ 

They wouldi/t take me in. 1 an? from Yale. 


GiKL (?£7// fnock sympathy) 

Oh, that is sad. . Because n(4 skill or tact 
You might employ could ever hide the fact 
From all the world, wherever you might be. 

Now Harvard, Princeion, Stanford men, we see 
And never know, until the; speak the name ; 

But Yale—it bears its braKd. » 

<• 

‘ RALPH (reproachfully) 

You're making game 
^ ur me, ana of my College, cruel girl 
^ * ‘^lApproaches her excitedly,^ 

Come, drop those flowers, and Jet us have a whirl 
ril give you both the Yale Yell and the Boola, 

If you tyill dance for me your f^amous Hula, 
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ciRt {Jramtig back haughtily) 

I dance the Hula ? You mistake, my friend ; 
Yoif heard my chant, but did not comprehend 
The meaning of it. Hark, while I repeat it. 
^ the chant,) 

V 


JRALPH [puzzled) 

I’m sure there’s nothing in the world can beat it ; 
But—cr—the language is a little queer ; 

1 did not quite ca|ch all the words, I fear; 

Besides, I’m so distracted by ycur face. 


GIRL [prcudly) 

That chant relates the conquests of my race ; 
Though 1 am poor, and hawk about these lais 
To earn my bread, yet in the olden days 
There was no prouder family on earth 
Than mine. But Polynesian pride of birth ' 
Is quite beyonef the white man’s scope of bra 
And so perchance I speak, to you in vain. 
\Tctka her fiewen and taUs to 


iiL 


RALPH {mtererpts her) ^ 

Grfeat Scott! but you are splendid \vEen you’re mS3l ! 
Now, please, don’t go*; I’m really nA so bad ; 

I don’t mean half 1 suv. 


20 
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ciRL (turns Muzing eyes upm him) 

Oh, all you men 

Of pallid blood, again, and yet again 
Have offered insults to our island races. / 

I own wc ©ncc were savage ; and tJjc traces 
Of those wild days remain ; but, sir, go back 
A little way, on yc?ur ancestral track, 

And see what you will find. A horde of bold 
And lawless cut-throats, started many an old 
And purse-proud race ; and bru<'al strength became 
The bloody groundwork for pretentious fame 
When Might was Right. If every royal tree “* 
Were dug up by the roots, the world would sec' 
That common mud first rocihered the poor sprout. 
Your race is higher than my own, no doubt; 

Then shame upon you, for the poor display 
Of noble manhood that you make to-day. 

Thinking each brown-faced girl your lawful prey. 

\Turns her hack upon*him and s%arts to ge,) 


RALPH (pleadingly) 

Oh, say now, let a fellow have a show, 

\l never ^eant to rouse your anger so ; 

I only meant—I—well, you see the change 
Of climate wifs so sudden ; Ind the strange 
And gorgeous scenery, and your glorious cyci 
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Upset my brain. But you have put me wise, 

I own that I had heard— 

tales, and girl breaks forth again^ 

Oh, yes, I know yuu heard 
Wild t^es of Honolulu ; and were stirred 
With high ambilions F. return to Yale, 

i 

The envied hero of a wilder talc ; 

You thought eacht maiden on this Isle, percharjtc 
Wore skirts of grass, and danced the Hula dance ; 
And gave her lips to any man for gold. 


* RALPH (J/itrrrup/i/:g) 

'pon my honour, I was not so hold — 


GIRL (ignoring, and with rehemenre) 

*• 

You thought the old-time licence still prevailed ; 
You did not know across the heavens had sailed 
A beautiful star in brilliancy arrayed, 

"^fhe Self-Respecting New Hawaiian Maid — 

Who prides herself upon her blood and birth 
And holds her virtue at its priceless worth •p' 
And stands undaunted in her rightful place 
Snow white of soul, however brownTT^W^ice, 
Warmer in blood thar^your White w^mcn arc 
And yet more moral in her life by Far 

many a leader%in your halls of fashion. 
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• » 

RALPH St hr with sdmlratlori) 

I vow I like to see you in a passion ; 

Such royal rage ! Your forbear was, I know^ 
Kamc-a-lill-li kc-kalico, 

Or some such name : who in t^'at great tilT 
And tumbled all his foes efown off the cliff. 

I f^el I’m lying with them in th<e valicy 
While you stand all triumphant, on t ic I’alu 

t 

GIRL {ibWlng and so^enra) 

You mean KHrnchamelia First, Fra sure. 

Yes, I am of his line. 


RALPH 

a 

May it endure 

Until the end of time ; for you are great; 

The world needs women like you. * 

[girl tarns t« gs, 

RALPH 

Oh, now wait! 

I want some'flowers; please hang about my neck 
A lais ; and give me lialf a peck 
Of nice^bouquets; then I will hire a band 
. And cciciLia».v. my entrance to your land. 

I’ll dance tl\e Hula, tip and down the street 
And cry nAiohj to each girl I meet; 

And if she frowns, and calls gie cad, and churl, 
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ril shout, Long Live the New Hawaiian Girl 
Rah, rah, rah, Yale, Yale, Yale I 

Hawaiian Band is heard approaching,'\ 

01 RL ^ughinglyi as she hangs lais about his necK) 

Well, there’s your banu ; and since you arc so kind, 
To purchase all ntiy flowers, I've half a mind 
To favour you with, not the Hula, sir, 

But something more refined, and prettier, 
ril teach it to you ; ask the Ivnd out there 
To play the Hula*Kui dancing air ; 

1 hen follow all I do, and copy me, 

This is the way it starts, now one, two, three. 

[■/^rr the dance ends^ ralph appro^iches the oirl 
with tense face and speaks with gnat seriousness.^ 
Girl, though I do not even know your name, 

Yet hcrc*I stand, and oficr ) ou my own ; 

It was for you I came, for you alone, 

Across the half world. J[ have never known 
Forgetfulness, since first your face 1 saw. 

In coming here, I but obeyed l!!ovc’i law ; 

1 thought it fancy, passion, or caprice ; 

1 know now it is Love, 

FLOWtR GIRL {with 

% 

1 pray yoit,/cca! c ; 

You do not understand yourself; go, go ; 

* [ Urges him towards exit. 
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RALPH {seizing her hani) 

I will not go until I hear you say 

That you remember even as I do ^ 

That brief encounter on th^*vtrect one day, 

[flower cirl turns her fact atcay and tries to free 
her hand. * 


Ralph {exultantiy) * 

Oh, it is Fate ; and Fate we must obey. 

[lakes ring from bis Hng€rf\ 

Let the ship go ; but with my heart 1 stay. 

[ Attempts to place ring on Qi ftL*s finger, Sle lonnchs 
her hand free^ and stasids fcith both bands behind 
her as she speaks with suppressed €tnomti,\ 

The heart of every Island girl on earth 
I think hides one sweet dream, and it is this j 
To one day meet a man of higher l^»rth— 

To win his heart-^to feel his tender kiss— 

And sail with^him to some far distant land. 

This tQp has been my dream *, wherein your face 
Shone Rkc a beacon. 


RALPH as he startsfirward,'] 

But I know your race, 

Too well, tooSwell. I know«how such dreams end, 
You could not claim me in your land, my friend, 
For colour prejudice is rtmparft there. 
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^ RALPH {impetuously) 

Bur I will stay for ever here, I swear— 

FLOWLR GIRL 

Nay, do nor swear, you^vould but break the vow 
As many another has. Our tropic sun 
Affects men like c fever ; when 'tis run. 

Then their delusio^is pass. , Oh leave me now ; 

I hear the whistle of your ahip—adieu ! 

Alohoa oic—maysGod be with you. 

• [Enter ethel hurriedly'\ 

Come, Ralph, your mother and your sister wait 
Quite frantic at the pier, lest you be late. 

They sent me for you. 

RALPH with ETHEL; hi looks back and flings 
GIRL a wreath, girl smiles and sings Hawaiian 
JOHgf piiks up the wreath and drcps face in her 
bunds uTCurtain goes detvn.\ 




MAURINE AND OTHER POEMS 




MAURINE 


PART I 

* * 

I SAT and sewed, and sang some tender tunc, 
Oh, bcauleous was that morn in early June I 
M^ljow with sunlight, and with blossoms fair; 

The climbing rose-tree grew about me there, 

And checked with shade the sunny portico 
Where, morns like this, 1 came to read, or sew. 

[ heard Ae gate click, and a firm, quick tread 
Upon the walk. No need to turn my head ; 

I would mistaiy^, and do^ht my own voice sounding, 
Before hii step upon the gravel bounding. 

In an unstudied attitude of grace, 

He stretched his comely form ; from his face 
He tossed the dark, damp curls ; and at nny knees, 
With his broad hat he fanned the lazy breeze, 

And turned his head, and lifted hii^Uf^c^eyes, 

Of that strange hue we see Jn ocean dyes, 

And call it blue sometimes and sometimes green, 
And save in poet cy^s, not elsewhere seen, 

103 
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t 

Lest I should meet with my fair lacly*« scorning. 
For calling quite so early in the morning, 

I VC brought a passport that can never fail/* 

He said, and, laughing, laid the morning mail 
Upon my lap, “ I’m welcoqy. ? so I thought I 
1*11 figure by the letters tha^I brought 
How glad you are to see me. Only one ? 

And^that one from a lady ? I'm Undone 1 
That, lightly skimmed, you’ll ♦ think me lurh 
bore, , 

And wonder why I did not bring* you four. 

It's ever thus ; a woman cannot get 
So many letters that slie will not tree 
O’er one that did not come/’ 

“ I’ll prove you wrong/* 
I answered gaily, “ here upon the spot I 
This little letter, precious if not long, # 

Is just the one, of all you might have brought, 

To please me. You have he?rd me speak I’m sure. 
Of Helen Trevor ; she writes here to say 
She’s coming out to sec me; and will stay 
Till Autumn, inaybe. She is, like her note, 

PetiTc and dainty, tender, loving, pure. 

You’d know her by a letter that she wrote, 
or a sw'^wfinU'Q thing. ’Tis always so ;— 

Letters all blots, though finel^y written, show 
A slovenly person. Letters stiff and white 
l^espeak a nature honest, plaitioUpright. 
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And cissuey, tinted^ perfumed notes^ like this, 

Tell of a creature formed to pet and kiss,” 

• 

My listener heard me with a slow, odd smile ; 
Stretched in abande^ at ray feet, the while, 

He fanned rae idly with his broad-brimmed hat. 

“ Then all youn^ ladici must be formed for that!” 
He laughed, and said. 


**^h(jir letters read, and look, 
As like as twenty copies of one book. 

They're written in a dainty, spider scrawl, 

To* darling, precious Kate,’ or ‘ Fan,' or ‘ Moll.’ 

The * dearest, sweetest ’ friend they ever had. 

They say, they ‘ want to see you, oh, so bad !’ 

Vow they’ll * forget you, never, never, oh !' 

And th«n they tell about a splendid beau— 

A lovely hat—a charming dress, and send 
A little scrap of this to every friend. 

And then to^lose, for lack of something better, 

They beg you’ll ‘ read and bufn this horrid letter.’ ” 

He watched me, smiling. He was pronc^o vex 
And hector me with flings upon my sex. 

He liked, he said, to have me flash afid /rown, ^ 

So he could tease mf, and then lau^h me down. 

My storms of wrath amused him Very much ; • 

He liked to tee m# go oiTat a touch ; 
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Anger became me—made my colour rise, 

And gave an added lustre to my eyes. 

So he would talk—and so he watched me now. 

( 

To sec the hot Hush mantle check and brow. 


Instead, I answered coolly, wKh a smile, 

Felling a seam with utmostfeare, meanwhile. 

“ The caustic tongue of Vivian Dangerheld 
Is barbed as ever, for my sex, this morn. 

Still unconvinced, no smallest po\nt I yield. 

Woman I love, and kust, despite your scorn. 

There is some truth in what you say ? Well, yes! 
Your statements usually hold more or less, ^ ^ 
Some women write weak letters—(some men do ;) 
Some make professions, know'mg them untrue. 

And woman’s friendship, in the time of need| 

I own, too often proves a broken reed. 

But I believe, and ever will contend, 

Woman can be a sister woman’s friend 

Giving from out her large,heart’s bounteous store 

A living love—claiming to do no more 

Than, through and by that love, she knows she can 

And living by'her professions, /iki a man. 

An3 sufh a tie, true friendship's silken tether, 

, Binds Helen Trevor’s heart and mine together. V 
love hef fdr hfcr beauty, meekness, grace; 

For her whitc^ lily soul and j^ngel face. 

She loves me, for my greater strength, maybe; 

Loves—^tnd would give her haun’s best blood for 
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And I, to sare her from a pain, or cross, 

Would suffer any sacrifice or loss. 

Such can be woman's friendship for another. 

Could man give more, or ask more from a brother 

I paused : and Vivian leaned his massive head 
Against the pillar of th| portico, 

Smiled his slow, sceptic smile, then laughed, and said : 

# a 

“Nay, surely not—if what you say be so. 

YouVe made a 8ta\cment, but no proof s at hand. 
Wait—do not flash your eyes so ! Understand 
I think you quite sincere in what you say : 

You Jove your friend, and she loves you, to-day ; 

But friendship is not friendship at the best 
Till circumstances put it to the test. 

Man’s, less demonstrative, stands strain and tear, 
While woman's, half profession, fails to wear. 

Two woihen love each other passing well— 

Say Helen Trevor and Maucine La Pelle, 

Just for example. ,, 

Let them daily meet 

At ball and concert, in the church and street, 

They kiss and coo, they vi&it, chat, caress ^ 

Their love increases, rather than grows less^; 

Ah'd all goes well, till * Helen dear * discov'crs 
That * Maurinc darling ’ wins too xiariy Ibvers, ^ 

And then her * precious friend,’ her “^et,’ her 'sweet,* 
Becomes a ' minx, a^' creature all deceit.’ 
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Let Helen smile too oft on Mauiine's beaux, 

Or wear more stylish or becoming clothes, 

Or sport a hat that has a longer feather— 

And lo ! the strain has broken ‘friendship’s tc*thcr.’ 
Maurine’s sweet smile becomes a frown or pgut ; 

‘ She's just begun to find that Helen out.’ 

The breach grows wider—/danger fills each heart ; 
They drift a-^under, whom ‘but i^caih could part.* 
You shake your head : Oh, well wc‘ 1 never know ! 
It is not likely Fate will^tcst you so.. 

You’ll live, and love'; and, meeting twice a year, 
While life shall last, you’ll hold eacn other dear. 

I pray it may be so ; it were not best 
To shake your faith in woman by the test, 

Keep your belief, and nurse ,t while you can. 

I’ve faith in woman’s friendship too—for man I 
They’re true as steel, as mothers, friends, and wives : 
And that’s enough to biers us all our liv(?s. 

That man’s a selfish fellow, and a bore. 

Who is unsatisfied and aslts for 
“ But there is ncetj of more !” I here broke in, 

“ I hold that jyoraan guilty of a sin, 

Wji^o wQuld not cling to, and defend another, 

As nobly as she would stand by a brother. 

Who v%o<ild not suffer for a sister’s sake, 

were thefe nee^ to prove her friendship,.make 
'Most any sacrifice, nor couift the cost. 

Who would not do this for a friend is lost 
To every nobler principle.” 
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“ Shame, shame !’* 

Cried Vivian, laughing, for you now defame 

The whole sweet sex ; since there's not one would do 

'The thing you name, nor would I want her to. 

I lovep the sex. My mother was a woman-- 

I hope my wife will be, and wholly huraan^ 

And if she wants to mal^e some sacrifice, 

ril think her far*,* more sensible and wise 

To kt her husband reap the beneht, 

Instead of some old maid or senseless chit. 

Selfish ? Of coiKsc I I holcT all love is so : 

And I shall love my wife right well, I know. 

New there's a point regarding selfish love, 

You thirst to argue with me, and disprove. 

But since these cosy hours will soon be gone, 

And all our meetings broken in upon, 

No more of these rare moments must be spent 
. . * 

In vain discussions, or in argument. 

I wish Miss Trevor was in—Jericho ! 

(You see the si4fishncss‘begins to show,) 

She wants to sec you ?—So do T ; but she 

Will gain her wish, by taking you from me. 

•Come all the same ?' that means TIJ be Jillow^d 

To realise that ‘three can make a crowd/ 

I 4o not like to feel myself de trop, 

Wath two girl cronies would# I not be so f -' 

My ring would intcrrlipt some private chat. 

You'd ask me in and uke my cane and hat. 


21 
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And speak about the lovely summer day, 

And think—* The lout 1 I wish hcM kept away/ 
Miss Trevor^d smile, but just to liide a pout 
And count the moments till J was shown out. 

And, while I twirled rny I wmuld sit»t\isLing 

T!,at I had gone o.i' hunting birds, o-* fishing, 

No, thanks, Maurinc ! TK'c iron hand of Fate 
(Or otherwise Miss Trevor’s dainty fiuijers,) 

Will bar my entrance into Edcri’j gate ; 

And I shall be like some yoor soul that lingers 
At heaven’s portal, paying the prjee of sin, 

Vet hoping to be pardoned and let in.” 


He looked so melancholy sitting there, 

I laughed outright. How' \kc\1 you act a part ; 
You look the vci"y picture of despair ■ 

You’ve missed your calling, sir ! suj'posc you start 
Upon a scarring lour, and carve your narat 
W'ith Booth’s and Barrett’s on the heights of Fame 
But iiow^, tabooing nonsense, I shall send 
For you to help me entertain m) fnend, 

Unless} ou come w fthout it. ‘ Cronies ?* Tr lie, 
Wanting our ‘fnivate chats’ as cronies do. 

An<t we’^ftake those, while you are reading Greek, 
Or writing ‘Lines to Dora’s brow ’ or * cheek.’ 

^ut when^you h^^ve an hour or two of leisure, 

Call as you now do, an*d afibr(j,like pleasure* 

For never yet ii‘d heaven's sun .shine on, 

Or stars discover, that phenomfuan, 
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In any country, or in any clime t * 

Two maids so bound, by ties of mind and heart. 
They did not feel the heavy weight of time * 
In weeks of scenes wherein no man took part. 

God made the sexesito associate : 

Nor law of man, nor stern decree of Fate; 

Can ever undo what Hil hand has done. 

And, quite alon^* make happy either one. 

My Helen is^an qply child ;—a pet 

Of loving parents : and s(|C never yet 

Has been denied #ne boon for which she pleaded. 

A fragile thing, her lightest wish w'as heeded. 

Woidd she pluck roses ? They must first be shorn 
By careful hands, of every hateful thorn, 

And loving eyes inurt scan the pathway nhcrc 
Her feet may tread, to sec no stones are there, 

She*ll grow dull here, in this secluded nook, 

Unless you aid me in the pleasant task 
Of entertaining. Drop in with your book— 

Read, talk, 8in|f<4)r her times. What I ask. 
Do once, to please me : then be no need 

For me to state the case again, or pj^ad. 

There’s nothing like a woman’s grace and^bcau^y 
To waken mankind to a sense of duty.” * 


“ I bow before the mandate of my ‘queen 
Your slightest wish i| law, Ma Belle Maurine,'* 



31* 


MAURINE, 


He answered, slniling, “ Tm at jrour comraand; 
Point but one lijy finger, or your wand, 

And you will find a willing slave obeying. . 
There goes my dinner bell! I hear it saying 
Tve spent two hours here, lying'at your feet,^ 
Not profitable, maybe—surely sweet. 

All time is money ; now wire I to measure 
The \:ime I spend here by its solii pleamre. 

And that were coined in dollars,tthen I've laid 
Each day a fortune at yoiir feet, fair-maid 
There goes that bell again ! I’ll tay good-bye, 
Or clouds w'ili shadow my domestic sky, 
ril come again, as you would have me do, * • 
And see your friend, while she u seeing you. 
That*s like by proxy being at a feast ; 
Un.satisfactory, to say the least.** 

He drew his fine shape up, and trod the land 
With kingly grace. Passing ihe gate, his hand 
He lightly placed the garden walh^on, 

Leaped over like a teopard, and was gone. 

And, gofcng, took the brightness from the placft, 
yet left the June day with a sweeter grace, 

my young «oul, so steeped in happy dreams, 
Heaven itself seemed shown |o mein gleams. 
There is a time with lovers, when the heart 
First slowly rouses from its dreamless sleep. 
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To all the tumult of a passion life, ’ 

Ere yet have wakened jealousy and strife, 

Ju^ as 3 young, untutored child will start 

Out of a long hour’s slumber, sound and deep, 

And^ie and smile ?/ith rosy lips and checks, 

In a sweet, restful trance, before it speaks. 

A time when yet no wdrd the spell has broken, 

Save what the heart unto the soul has spokerf, 

In quickened throbs, and sighs but half suppressed 

A time when that sweetstruth, all unconfessed, 

Gives added fragrance to the summer flowers, 

A golden glory to the passing hours, 

A*h!bpeful beauty to the plainest face. 

And lends to life a new and tender grace. 

When the full heart has climbed tiic heights of bliss, 

And smiling, looks back o’er the golden past, 

I think y: Ends no sweeter hour than this 

In all love-life. For, later, when the last 

Translucent drop overflows the cup of joy, 

And love, m<frc*mighty*than the heart’s control, 

Surges in words of passion fron! the soul, 

And vows are asked and given, shaiiows rise 

like mists before the sun in noonday skits, 

• * ^ 

Vague fears, that prove the brimming cup’s alloy ; 

A dread of change—the crowning momtnt’s curse, 
Since what is perfect, change but renders worsc^; 

A vain desire to cripple Time, whc^gocs 
Bearing our joys a\jay, and bringing woes. 
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And later, doutts and jealousies awaken, 

And plighted hearts are tempest-tossed and shaken. 
Doubt sends a test, that goes a step too far, * 

A wound is made, that, healing, leaves a scar, 

Or one heart, full with love’s sweet satisfaction, 
Thinks truth once spoken always understood, 

While one is pining for the tendej action 

And Whispered word by which, oPold, '.was wooed* 

But this blest hour, in glad, golden day, 

Is like the dawning, ere the radiagnt ray 
Of glowing Sol has burst upon the eye, 

But yet is heralded in earth and sky, ^ * 

Warm with its fervour, mellow with its light, 

While Care still.slumbers in the arms of night. 

But Hope, awake, hears happy birdlings sing, 

And thinks of all a summer Jay may biin^. 

In this sweet calm, my youn;^ heart lay at rest. 

Filled with a blisful ?criscv;f peac^^nor guessed 
That sullen clouds were gathering in the skies 
To hide the glorious sun, ere it should rise. 

PART II 

little birds tlfAt ncycr tire of humming 
About the gart^en in the summer weather. 

Aunt Ruth compared us, after Helen's coming, 

Aj wc two roamed, or sat and talked together. 
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Twelve months apart, we had so much to say 
Of school days gone—and time since passed away ; 

Of that old friend, and this ; of what we^d done ; 

Of how^our separate paths in life had run ; 

Of #hat we woul5 do, in the coming years ; 

Of plans and castles, hopes and dreams and fears. 

All these, and more, a# soon as we found speech, 

We touched uf^n, and skimmed from this to that. 

But at the first ^ch only gazed on each, 

And, durabavith joy, th^t did not need a voice 
Like lesser joys#to say, “ Lo ! I rejoice/’ 

With smiling eyes and clasping hands we sat 
Wrapped in that peace, felt but with those dear. 
Contented just to know each other near. 

But when this silent eloquence gave place 
To words, ’twas like the rising of a flood 
Above a dam. We sat there, face to face, 

And let our talk glide on where’er it would. 

Speech never halting in its speed or zest, 

Save when dUi ^rippling laughter let it rest; 

Just as a stream will sometimoe pause and play 
About a bubbling spring, then das^ away. 

No wonder, then, the third day’s sun ms nigh* 

Up to the zenith w^hen my friend and 
Opened our eyes from slumber long and deep : 
Nature demanding recompense for hours ^ 

Spent in the portic^, among the fltwers^ i 

Halves of two nights we should have spent in 
sleep. 
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So this third day, we breakfasted at one: 

Then walked about the garden in the tun^ 

Hearing the thrushes and the robins sing, ^ 

And looking to see what buds were opening. 

* # 

The clock chimed three, and we ytt strayed at will 
About the yard in morning dishab^lc, 

When*"Aunt Ruth came, with aprofi o*cr her head, 
Holding a letter in her hand, and* said, 

“ Here is a note, frorq Vifian I opine*; 

At least his servant brought it. A'nd now, girls, 
You may think this is no concern of mine, 

But in my day young ladies did not go 
Till almost bed-time roaming to and fro 
In morning wrappers, and with tangled curls, 

The very pictures of forlorn distress. 

^Tis three o’clock, and time for you to dress. 

Come! read your note and hurry in, Maurinc. 

And make yourself fit object to be seen/* 

Helen was bendingVer an almond bush, 

And ere she looked up I had read the note, 

An3 caln^cd my heart, that, bounding, sent a Bush 
To brow and check, at sight of aught Sivnott 
5^a Belle Maurijnc (so Vivian's billet ran,) 

" Is it not time I saw your ch^shed guest? 

‘Pity the sorra(vs of a poor young man/ 

Banished from all that makes eq^istence blest. 
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Tm dying to see—yonr friend ; and I will comt 
And pay respects, hoping you’ll be at home 
To-jiight at eight. Expectantly, V. D.’* 


Inside my belt I slipped the billet, saying, 

** Helen, go makp yourself most fair to see : 

Quick! hurry nftwl no time for moredelayiitg I 
In just five hourst caller will be here. 

And you muft look your^retjiest, m) dear I 
Begin your toilet^ight away, I know . 

How long it takes you to arrange each bow— 

To twist each curl, and loop your skirts aright. 

And you must prove you arc au fait to-night, 

And make a perfect toilet; for our caller 
Is man, and critic, poet, artist, scholar, 

And views with eyes of all.” 

“Oh, oh! Maurine/ 

Cried Helen with a well-feigned look of fear, 

** You*VC frigltJShcd me so I shall not appear: 
ni hide away, refusing to be s^n 
By such an ogre. Woe is me ! bc»eft 
Of all my friends, my peaceful home TvC left, • 
And strayed away into the dreadful woo<J 
To meet the fate of poor Red Rijjing Hbod. 

No, Maurine, no I y^uVe given me such a frtgft, 
ril not go near your ugly wolf to-lPight.” 
Meantime we'd lef^the garden $ and I stood 
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In Helen’s room, where she had thrown herself 
Upon a couch, and lay, a winsome elf, 

Pouting and smiling, check upon her arm, 

Not in the least a portrait of alarm. 

“ Now, swxet !” J coaxed, and Ifhelt by her, ” good! 
Go curl your hair ; and please your own Maurinc, 

By putting on that lovely grenadine. 

Notivolf, nor ogre, neither Caliban, 

Nor Mcphistophclcs, you’ll mcc| to-night, 

But what the laJies call J a nice young tnaa' I 
Yet one worth knowing—strong with health and might 
Of perfect nuinhojil ; gifted, noble, wise; 

Moving amoT'ig fiis kind w'ith loving eyes, 

And helpful hand ; progressive, brave, refined, 

After the image,of his Maker’? mind.** 

“Now’, now, Maurinc !*’ cried Helen, “J believe 
It is your lover coming here this eve. 

Why have }ou never written of iiim, pray ? 

Is the day set ?—and when ? Sa^ Alaurine, say T* 

Had I betrayed by some too fervent word 
The secret love that all my being stirred ? 

My lover ? Ay ! My heart proclaimed him so ; 

^ut first %is Hps^must wnn the sweet confession, 
even Helen be aflowed to know, 

I must straigltAvay erase the slight impression 
Made by the words just uttcr|d. 
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'^'Foolish child T' 

I gaily cried, ** your fai)c\’s litraying wild, 
jusj; let a girl of eighteen, hear the name 
Of maid and youth uttered about one time, 
And^fi'her fancy goes, at break-neck pace, 

DcA ing circumstances, reason, ^pace— 

And straightway builds^romance^ so sublime 
They put all SltaUsp-arc’s dramas to tl.e 
'Fhis Vivian DaiT^;Lnlcid is riei,’: hour, friciul, 

And kind companion ; b|rngiiig books and flo\\cr‘^, 
And, by his lliouglitful actions without c,nd, 

Helping me pass some otherwise long hours ; 

Bift*hc has never breathed a word of love. 

If you still doubt me, li.'-tcn while I prove 
My statement by the letter that he wrote. 

' Dying to meet—my friend !’ (she could not see 
The das^ between that meant so much to me). 

‘Will come this eve, at eight, and hopes we may 
Be in to greet him.’ Now I think you’ll say 
''Fis not mucfl liitc a lotcr^s teiulci note/' 

We laugh, W'e jest, not meaning wifat we say; 

We hide our thoughts, by light words li^tly spoken. 
And pass on heedless, till vve find one day 

They’ve bruised our hearts, or left,some^thcr broken. 

# 

' i 

1 sought my room, and trilling some-bruhe air, 
Opened my wardrotJb, wondering what to wear* 
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Momentous question 1 femininely human I 
More than all others, vexing mind of woman, 
Since that sad day, when in her discontent, , 

To search for leaves, cur fair first mother went# 

All undecided what I should put on, ^ 

At length I made selection of a lawn — 

White, with a tiny pink vihe overrun—- 
My simplest robe, but Vivian’s favaurite one. 

And placing a single flow’rct in n*y hair, 

I crossed the hall to Hclnn*8 chamber^ where 
I found her with her fair locks alhlet down, 
Brushing the kinks out, with a pretty frown. 

*T\vas like a picture, or a pleasing play, ‘ • 

To watch her make her toilet. She would stahd, 
And turn her head first this, and then that wi^, 
Trying cfi'ect of ribbon, bow or band. 

Then she would pick up something ehc,^nd curve 
Her lovely neck, with cunning, bird-like grace, 
And watch the mirror while she put it on, 

With such a sweetly grave*and thoughtful face ; 
And then to view k all would sway and swerve 
Her lithe youn(; body, like a graceful swan. 


.tclcn wa\ over .medium height, and slender 
Even to frailty. Her great, jyistful eyes ,, 

Were like thcMeep blue of autumnal skies; 

And through them looked her soul,large,loving, tender. 
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Her long, light hair was lustreless,'except 
Upon ihc ends, where bunushed sunbeams slept, 
And on the earlocks; and she looped the curls 
Back with a shell comb, studded thick with pearls, 
Costly yet simple. 'Her pale loveliness, 

That night, was heightened by her rich, black dress, 
That trailed behind hei^ leaving half in sight 
Her taper arms,^nd shoulders marble white. $ 


I was not tall as Helen, a?ld iriy face 
Was shaped and coloured like my grandslre's race j 
For through his veins my own received the warm, 
ReiJ blood of Southern France, which curved my form, 
And Ijlowed upon my check in crimson dyes, 

And bronzed my hair, and darkled in my eyes. 

And as the morning trails the skirts of night. 

And dusky night puts on the garb of morn, 

And walk together when the day is born. 

So we two glided down ^he hall and stair, 

Arm clasping arm' into the parlour, where 
Sat Vivian, bathed in sunset’s gorgeous light. 

He rose to greet us. Oh! his form*was grand ; ^ 
And he possessed that power, strange, occi^lt, 

Called magnetism, lacking better word, 

Which moves the world, achieving ^reat result 
Wficre genius fails coigpletely. Touch his hand^ 

It thrilled through all your being—mict his eye. 

And you were movedf yet knew not how, or why, 
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Let him but rise, you feit the air was 
By an ekctric current* 


This strange force 

Is mightier than genius. Rightly used, 

It leads to grand achievements ; all things yield 
Before its ni}stic presence, <ind its field 
L bi'Q^id as earth and Itcavcn. abu;'cd, 

Ir sweeps ike a poison simoon oa its course, 
Bearing mi.isma in its sco^j^'hing breath, 

And leaving all it touches struck tvith death* 


Far-rcacliing M'iencc sJiall yet tear away 
'File mysiic garb tliai JjiiLs it fnun the day, 

And drag it lorth and bind it with its laws, 

And make it serve the rurpuscs of men, 

Guided by common-sense and reason. Xl^cn 
Well hear no more oi seance, table-rapping. 

And all that ira-jh, o'er which the world U gaping, 
Lost in effect, while science sceks^hc caU'C. 


Vivian was not*con?cious of his power : 

Or, if hc^was, knew not its full extent, 
fc knew his glance would make a wild beast cower 


Hci 


yet he knew not jhat his large eyes tent 
Into the heart or’Aoman ihc«ame thrill 
That made the lion servant of his will* 

And even strung men felt it. 
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He arose, 

Reached forth his hand, and in it clasped my own, 
While I held Helen's ; and he spoke some word 
Of pleasant greeting in his low, round tone, 

Unlike all other voices I have heard. 

Just as the white cloud, at the sunrise, glows 
With roseate colours, soxhe pallid hue 
Of Helen’s cheeky.' like tinipd sea-shells grew. > 
Through mine, hi84iand caused hers to tremble ; sue. h 
Was the all-mast'ring magic of his touch. 

Then we sat dowr, and talked about the weather, 
The neighbourhood—some author's last new book, 

’ But^when I could, I left the two together 
To make acquaintance, saying 1 must look 
After the chickens—my especial care ; 

And ran away and left them, laughing, theie. 


Knec-dt‘cp, through clover, to the poplar grove, 

I waded, wher<?m% pets were wont to rcA'c ; 

And there 1 found the foolish mdiher hen 
Brooding her chickens underneath a^rcc, 

An easy prey for foxes. “ Chick-a-dee,” * 

Quoth I, while reaching for the downy things 
That, chirping, peeped from out th^ motlftr-wings, 
How very human is your foriy ! When ^ 
There waits a haven, pleasant, bright,aand warm, 
And one to lead you t|^thcr from the storm 
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And lurking danger*, yet you turn away, 

And, thinking to be your own protector, *tray 
Into tlic open jaws of death ; for, see I 
An owl is sitting in this very tree 
You thought safe shelter. Go now to your\>cn.” 
And, followed by the clucking, clamorous hen, 

So like the human mothes here again, 
lMo«viing because a strong, protecting arm 
Would shield her little ones froi|» cold and harm, 

I carried back my gardei| hat brimful 
Of chirping chickens, like whitceballs of wool 
And snugly housed them. 

And just then I he^sd 
A sound like gentle winds among the trees, 

Or pleasant waters in the summer, stirred 
And set in motion by a passing breeze. 

'Twas Helen singing : and, as I drew near, 
Another voice, a tenor fui! and clear, 

Mingled with hers, as murmuring streams unite, 
And flow on stronger in their v^dded might. 


% 

k was 1 ?vay of Helen’s, not to sing 
The softgs that other people sang. She took 
\ Sometimes an extract from an ancient book ; 
Ajain some floating,^fragmentary thing. 

And such shp .fitted to old ftelodies. 

Or ebe composed the music. One of theio 
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She sang that night; and Vivian cJaught the strain 
And joined her in the chorus, or refrain, 


^ SONG. 


Oh thou, mine other, stronger part ! 

Whom yet I cannot hear, or see, 
Come thou, and taHe this loving heart, 
That loi^s to yield its all to thee, 

I call miinij ow’n—oh, come to me I 
Lovcj^ answer bacl^ I come to rhee, 

• I come to the 




c. 




This hungry heart, so warm, so large, 

Is far too great a care for me. 

I have grown weary of the charge 
I keep so sacredly for thee. 

Come thou, and take my heart from me. 
Love, answ'cr back, I come to thee, 

A I come to thee. 


I arn a> weary, waiting here 

For oiif* w^io tarril's long for me. 

Oh ! art thou far, or ait thoy near ? 

And must I still be sad for thee ? 

Or wilt thou straightway com? to me ? 
Love, answer, I am near to thee, ^ 

I come to thee. 

m 

The melody, so full of plaintive chords, ^ 

Sobbed into silence—tfthoing down jthe strings 
Like voice of one who walks from us, and sings, 
Vivian had leaned up9n the instrument 


22 
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The while they sang. But, as he spoke those words, 
*‘Lovc, I am near to thee, I come to thee,” 

He turned his grand head slowly round, and b^nt 
His lustrous, soulful, speaking gaz$^ on me. 

And my young heart, eager to own its king, * 

Sent to my eyes a great, glad, trustful light 
Of love and faith, and hung upon cheek 
Hopo*s rose-hued flag. There wu nc need to speak. 
I crossed the room, and knelt by .Helen, ‘'Sing 
That song you sang a fragment of onfc night 
Out on the porch, beginning, ‘ Ptt^aisc me not,’ ” 

I whispered : and her sweet and plaintive tone 
Rose, lo'v and tender, as if she had caught 
From some sad passing breeze, and made her own, 
The echo of the wind-harp’s sighing strain, 

Or the soft music of the falling rain. 


SONG. 

O praise me not with your lipSjC'dcaf on* ! 

Though your tender words 1 prize. 

But dearer hy far is the soulful gaze 
Of your eyes, your beautiful eyes, 

.. Your tender, loving eyes. 

O chioc me rot with your lips, dear one I 
Though I cause your bgsom sighs. 

You can nake repentance deeper far 
By your sad, reproving eves, 

Your sorrowful, troubled eyes. 
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Words, at the licst, are but holloW sounds ; 

Above, in the beaming skiesi 
The consUnt stars say never a word, 

But only smile with their eyes— 

. Srrtilc«5n with their lustrous eyes. 


Then breathe.no vov^ with your lips, dear one j 
On the wmgM wind speech flies. • 

But I read th% truth of your noble heart 
In you* soulful, speaking eyes— 

In ygur deep and 1>eautiful eyes. 


• • 




X 


The twilight darkened, round us, in tJic^room, 

While Helen sang ; and, in the gathering gloom, 
Vivian reached out, and took my hand in his, 

And held it so ; while Helen made the air 
Languid music. I'hcii a step drew near, 

And voice of Aunt Ruth broke the spell : 

• ** Dear ! dear ! 

Why, Maunc, Helen, children 1, how is this ? 

I hear you, but you have no light in there. 

Your room is dark as Egypt, What a w%y 
For folb to visit I Mauric, go, I pray, ** 

And order lamps.” ^ 

And so there came a light, m 
And all the sweet drcAis hovering ai^ound 
The twilight shadows flitted in affright : 

And e'en the music had a harsher sound. 


j’ 
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In pleasant converse passed an hour away: 

And Vivian planned a picnic for next day— 

A drive the next, and rambles without-end, „ 
That he might help me entertaiy ray friend. 

^ And then he rose, bowed low, and passed fron^ sight, 
Like some great star that drops out ftum the night ; 
And Helen watched him tlftough the shadows go, 
And turned and said, her voice subdued and low, 

“ How' tall he is! in all my life, Maurinc, 

A grander man I ncvqr yet. have scen/‘ 

PART Til 

One golden u. clfth-part of a checkered year ; 

One summer month, of sunlight, moonlight, mirth, 
With not a hint of shadows lurking near, 

Or storm-clouds brewing. 

'Twas a royal day ; 
Voluptuous July held her l<>ver, Eartjj, 

With her warm ari^s, upon her gfowing breast. 

And twined herself about him, as he lay 
Smiling ai\d panting in his dream-stirred rest. 

She bound him with her limbs of perfect grace, 

And hid him with her trailing robe of green, 

An<i wound him^in her long hair's shimmering sheen, 
And rained her ardent kissesk^n his face* 

Through the glad glory of the summer land 
Helen and 1 went wandering,^ hand in hand* 
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In winding paths, hard by the riph wheat-field, 
White with the promise of a bounteous yield, 
Atyoss the late shorn meadow—down the hill, ■ 
Red with the tige^^Iily blossoms, till 
Wc^stood upon the borders of the lake, 

That like a pretty, placid infant, slept 
Low at its base : and Kttle ripples crept 
Along its surfaae, just as dimples chase 
Each other o*er«n infant’s sleeping face. 

Helen in idle hours ha^learped to make 
A thousand pretty, feminine knick-knacks: 

For brackets, ottomans, and toilet stands— 
L'il>our just suited to her dainty hands., 

That morning she had been at work^n wax, 
Moulding a wreath of flowers for -my room— 
Taking her patterns from the living blows, 

In all th|ir dewy beauty and sweet bloom, 

Fresh from my garden. Fuchsia, tulip, rose, 
And trailing ivy, grew beneath her touch, 
Resembling^hc diving plants as much 
As life is copied in the form of^death : 

These lacking but the perfume, and that, breath. 

• • 

« 

And now the wreath was all completed, save 
The mermaid blossom of all^flowcrdomj 
A* water lily, dripping from the wave. 

And *twa8 in search of it that we hid come 
Down to the lake, aftd wandered on the beach, 
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To see if any lilifta grew in reach. 

Some broken stalks, where flowers late had been ; 
Some buds, with all their beauties folded in, 

We found, but not the treasure t}\at we sought. 

And then we turned our footsteps to the spot * 
Where, all impatient of its chain, my boat, 

The Stoatif rocked, asking to be set afloat. 

It was 'a dainty row-boat—strong, ytt light; 

Each side a swan was painted snowy white ; 

A present from my unflc, just before ' 

He sailed, with Death, to that my^.erioas strand, 
WhCi-.^ freighted ships go sailing evermore, 

But nones "turn to tell us of the land, 

I freed the Sw^/i, and slowly rowed about, 

Wherever sea-weeds, grass, or green leaves lifted 
Their tips above the water. So we drifted, 

While Helen, opposite, leaned idly out , 

And watched for lilies in the waves below. 

And softly crooned some sweet and dreamy air, 

That soothed me like a motlier^s IrJlaSies. 

I dropped the oars, Ind closed my sun-kissed eyes, 
And let the boatigo drifting here and there. 

Oh) happy Say 1 The last of that brief time 
Of thoughtless youth, when all the w'orld seems bright, 
iVe that dis^uis^d^angel men called Woe 
Leac^s the sad heart through valleys dirk as night,’ 

Up to the heights exalted and sublime. 

On each blest, happy moment,#! am fain 
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To litigcr long, ere I pass on to pain 
And sorrow chac succeeded. 


From day-dreams, 

As ^Iden as the summer noontide’s beams, 

I was awakened by a voice that cried : 

** Strange ship, ahoy ! tf'air frigate, whither bound T' 
And, starting up, I cast my gaze around, • 

And saw a saiUboat o’er the water glide 
Close to the^Swafff like sgmc Jive thing of grace ; 

And from it looMbd the glowing, handsoine face 
Of Vivian, 

if 

#• 

** Beauteous sirens of me sea, 

Come sail across the raging main^ith me !” 

He laughed ; and leaning, drew our drifting boat 
Beside h^ own. “ There, now ! step in !” he said i 
ril land you anywhere you want to go— 

My boat is safer far thyi yours, I know : 

And much more pleasant with its sails all spread. 
The Swan? We'll take the bars, and let it float 
Ashore at leisure. You, Maurinef sit there— 

Miss Helen here. Ye gods and little flihes I 
Tve reached the height of pleasure, and my wishes. 
Adieu despondency! farewell to care 

t 

*Twas done so quickly : that was Vtvian's way. 

He did not wait fot%ither yea or nay. 
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He gave commands, and left you with no choice 
But just to do the bidding of his voice. 

His. rare, kind smile, low tones, and itunly face 
Lent to his quick imperiousness ^ grace 
And winning charm, completely stripping it ® 

Of what might otherwise have seemed unfit. 

Leaving no trace of tyrann)*^ but just 

Thac fiameless force that seemed to^ay, You must,*' 

Suiting its pretty title of the 

(So named, he said, that i^'might rhyme witli 

Vivian's sail-boat was carpeted wiiii blue, 

Wkil.e all its sails were of a pule rose hue. 

'Fhe dais^ticst craft that filrted with the breeze*'? 

A poet’s an hour of e.ise. 


Whatever Vivian had was of the best. ^ 

His room was like some Sultan’s in the East. 

His board was always spread as for a feast, 
Whereat, each meal, he was both ^os^and guest. 
He would go hungi^' sooner than he*d dine 
At his own tables if 'twerc illy set. 

He so lovefi things artistic in design— 

Order Andf beauty, all about him. Yet 
$0 kind he ♦was, it befell his lot 
To Vine within the humble ^ca5ant’s cot, 

He made it se«(tfi his native soil to be, 

And thus displayed the true g<^>iility. 
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Under the rosy banners of the T>awn^ 

Around the lake we drifted on, and on. 

It lyas a time for dreams, and not for speech. , 

And so we Eoated\|On in silence, each 

WesAing the fancies suiting such a day. 

Helen leaned idly o’er the sail-boat’s side, 

And dipped her rosy fiisgers in the tide ; 

And 1 among dbe cushions half reclined, 

Half sat, and waeched the fleecy clouds at play. 

While Vivian with his bjank-^book, oppojjite, 

In which he secticd to either sketch or write, 

« * 

Was lost in inspiration of some kind. , 

.f 

No time, no change, no scene, can^'er efface 
My mind’s impre^ion of that horn and place ; 

It stand out like a picture. O’er the years, 

Black wish their ropes of sorrow—veiled w.th tears 
Lying with all their lengthened shapes between. 
Untouched, undimmed^ I still behold that scene. 
Just as the last of Indian-summer days, 

Replete with sunlight, crowneJ with amber haze, 
Followed by dark and desolate December, 

Through all the months of winter we remember.' 

* 

The sun slipped westward. « That peculiar change 
Which creeps into thft air, and speaks of night 
While yet the day is full of golden Ifjght, 

Wc felt steal o’er us.^ 



334 


MAURINE 


. Vivian broke the 8pe!l 

Of dream-fraught silence, throwing down his book 

** Young ladies, please allow me to arrange 

These wraps about your shouldj^s, I know well 

The fickle nature of our atmosphere— * 

* Her smile swift followed by a frown or tear— 

And go prepared for changes. Now yon dock, 

Like- 3 -like—oh, where's a pretty $i|nij9 1 

Had you a pocket mirror here youJd see 

How well my native talent*is displayed 

In shawling you. Red on the brvncLte maid ; 

on the blonde—and quite without design 

(Oh, // that comparison of mine ?) 

Well—likc^iune rose and a violet blue 
•N 

In one bouquet . A fancy that will do. 

And now I crave your patience and i boon. 

Which is to listen, while I read my rhym^ 

A floating fancy of the summer time. 

T'is neither witty, wonderful, nor wise. 

So listen kindly—but don’t^critici^ 

My maiden effort of the afternoon : 

** If all the ship^ I have at sea 

^ Should tome a-sailing home to me, 

Ah, will ! the harbour could^not hold 

So manj^ sails as chere would be 

If all my ships Vame*in from sea. 

C! 

4 

If half my lliips came home from sea. 

And biought their precious fVkight to 
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AHy w«}l I T should haw wealth as. great 
A* any king who sits in statc^— 

So rich the treasures that would be 
In half my ships^now out at sea. 

** just one ship I have at sea 
Should come a-sailing home to me, 

Ahy well 1 the siorm-ciouds then might frowu t 
For if the otl^fs all went down 
Still ncii and p|^oud and glad I’d be^ 

If that one^ship came back to me. 

• • 

“If that one ship went down at sea, 

And a)] the others came to me, 

Weighed down with gems and wealth unto^i, 
With gIor)\ honour, riches, gold, ./ 

The poorv st soul on earth I’d 
If that ont ship came not to me. 

^ t) skiet be calm ! O winds blow free— 

Blow ail my ships safe home to me. 

But if thou sendest some a-wrack 
To never A*ore#ome sSiiing back. 

Send any—all that skim the sea^ 

But bring my love-ship home to me/* 

Helen was leaning by me, and her head . 
Rested against my shoulder : as he read, 

1 smked her hair, and watched the skies^ 
And when he finished,*did not turn my eyes. 

I felt too happy and too shy to mcet^- 
His gaaie joij then. J said, “ 'Tis very sweet, 
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And suits the day; docs it not, Helen, dear ?** 

But Helen, mceless, did not seem to hear. 

“ 'Tis strange,*' I added, “ how you poets sing, 

So feelingly about the very thi^Jg 

You care not for ! and dress up an ideal ^ 

So well, it looks a living, breathing real 1 
Now, to a listener, your l»ve song seemed 
A heart's out-pouring ; yet Tve heard you say 
Almost the opposite ; or that you deemed 
Position, honour, glpry, power, fame; 

Gained without loss of consciendb or good name, 
things to live for.’* 

** Have you ? Well, you may 
Laughed ViStjan, but 'twas years—or months ago 
And Solomon s wise men change, you know 1 
I now speak truth t if she I hold most dear 
Slipped from my life, and no least hope^were left, 
My heart would find the years more lonely here 
Than if I were of wealth, fame, friends, bereft, 

And sent, an exile, to a foreign kn(£ ' 

His voice was loW, and measured : as he spoke, 
New, unknowij chords of melody awoke 
Within my soul. I felt my heart expand 
With thitt sweet fulness born <of love. 1 turned 
\ To hide ^he blushes on my cheek that burned, 

Ai«.i leaning over Helen, brpthed her name. 

She lay so n^otlonless 1 thought she slept: 

But, as 1 spoke, I saw her ejj^s unclose, 



MAURINE 


337 


And o*cr her face a sudden glory swept, 

And a slight tremor thrilled all through her frame. 

** S\ycet friend/’ I said, ** your face is full of light: 
What were the dre^s that made your eyes so bright f' 
She (Hily smiled for answer, and arose 
From her reclining posture at my side, 

Threw back the clust’riag ringlets from her face 
With a quick gq^ture, full of easy grace, , 

And, turning, spoi^e to Vivian. “ Will you guide 
The boat up near that little clump of green 
Off to the right ?• Therc^s wher; the lilies grow. 

We quite forgot our errand here, Maurine, 

And^ur few moments have grown into hours. 

What will Aunt Ruth tnink of our lingering so ? 
There—that will do—now I can^xach the flowers.” 

**Hark! just hear that!” and Vivian broke forth 
singing,* 

Row, brothers, row.’ The six o’clock bell’s 

ringing 1 « 

Who ever knew tfirce hours to go so fast 
In all the annals of the world, before ? 

1 could have sworn not over one hatl passed. 

Young ladies, I am forced to go ashore ! 

I thank you for the Measure you have given ; 

This afternoon has been a glirapse*of heiven. 
Good'night—sweet dAams! and by your gracious 
leave, 

Ill pay my complimeftts to-morrow eve.” 
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A smile, a bow; and he had gone his way : 

And, in the waning glory of the day, 

Down cool, green lanes, and through the length^iing 
shadows, / 

Silent, we wandered back across the meadow^^ 

The wreath was finished, and adorned my room ; 
Long afterward, the lilies’aropied^bloom 
Was^ike a horrid spectre in my sight, 

Staring upon me morning, noon,«and njghr. 

* f 

^hc sun went down. The snd new moon rose up, 
And passed before me like an empty cup, ** 

The Great LJnsecn brims full of pain or bliss, 

And gives His^ildrcn, saying, ‘‘ Drink of this.** 


A light wind, from the open casement, finned 
My brow and Helen’s, as wcj hand in hand, 

Sat looking out upon the awilight sc^e. 

In dreamy silence., Helen's darf-bluc eyes, 

Like two lost stars that wandered from the skies 
Some nigl^t adown the meteor's shining track, 

And always had been grieving to go back, 

Now gazed up, wistfully, at heaven’s dome, 

/ ^ seemed to ftcognise and long for home. 

Her sweet voic;j broke the sifbncc : “Wish, Maunne, 
Before you s^cak ! you know the moon w new, 

And anything you wish for iTill come true 
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Before it waxiet* I do believe the «ign f 
Now tell me your wish, and Fll tell you mine/' 

I ttyrned and looked up at the slim young moon ; 
And, with an alm^t superstitious heart, 

1 sigiied, Oh, new moon ! help me, by thine art, 
To grow all grace and goodness, and to be 
Worthy the love a truedieart proffers me/* 

Then smiling dpwn, I said, ** Dear one ! my Jjoon, 

I fear, is quite tot silly or too sweet 

For my repeating : so w^'ll Icjt it stay 

Between the mocm and me. But if I may 

ril listen now to your wish. Tell me, please I” 

All suddenly she nestled at my feet, 

And hid her blushing face upon knees. 

Then drew my hand against her glowing check, 
And, leaning on my breast, began to speak, 

Half sighing out the words my tortured ear 
Reached down to catch, while striving not to hear. 

** Can you not guess who 'mas 'about, Maurinc ? 
Oh, my sweet friend I you must eac this have seen 
The love I tried to cover from all eyes * 

And from myself. Ah, foolish little heart! 

As well it might go seeking ^or so|ne art 
Whereby to hide the iun in noonday skies. 

When first the strange sound of his V^ice I heard, 
Looked on his noble fiice, and touched his hand, 
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My slumb’ring heart thrilled through and through 
and stirred 

As if to say, * I hear, and understand^* 

And day by day mine eyes wcrjfblest beholding 
The inner beauty of his life, unfolding 
In countless words and actions that portrayed 
The noble stuff of which lys soul was made. 

And pore and more I felt my hehrt uprcaching 
Toward the truth, drawn gentlyJby hjs teaching, 

As flowers are drawn by sanlight. And there grew 
A strange, shy somci1ting*in its c^pths, I knew 
"At length was love, because it w'as so sad 
And yet so sweet, and made iny heart so glad'. 

Yet seemed to pain me. Then, for very shame, 

Lest all shoul^fad my secret and its name, 

I strove to hide it in my breast away, ^ 

Where God could see it only. But each day 
It seemed to grow within me, and woul^ ri^c, 

Like my own soul, and look forth from ray eyes. 
Defying bonds of silence f and would speak, 

In its rcddcttcred Janguage, on my cheek, 

If but his name was uttered. You were kind, 

My own fdaunne I as you alone could be, 

So long the sharer of my heart and mind, 

^hile yet you saw, in seeming not to see. 

Inwall the years*wc htive been friends, my own,. 

And loved as women very rarely do, 

My heart nc^sorrow and no joy has known 
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It hat hot shared at once, in full, with you. 

And I so longed to speak to you of this. 

When hrst ( felt its mingled pain and bliss; . 

Yet dared not, you, knowing him, should say, 

In jpity for my folly—* Lack>a-day ! 

You are undone : because no mortal art 
Can win the love of sqph a lofty heart.' 

And 80 I waitc^J silent and in pain. 

Till I could knegv I did not love in vain. 

And now I know, bcycfnd a doubt or fear. 

Did he not say,4 If shell hofd most dear 
supped from my life, and no least hope were Iclt; 
My^hcart would find the years more lonely here^« 
Than if I were of wealth, fame, friends, bereft, 

And sent, an exile, to a foreign tud' ? 

oil, darling, you must love to understand 

The joy that thrilled all through me at those words. 

It was as?f a thousand singing birds 

Within my heart broke forth in notes ot praise. 

I did not locdr up^but Fknew his gaze 
Was on my face, and that his cyKis must see 
The joy 1 felt almost transfigured me. 

He loves me—loves me ! so the birds kapt singin|. 
And all my soul with that sw'eet strain isf ringing. 

If there were added but one drop of bli|s, 

more my cup would hold*: anS so, this ev«p 
I made a wish that I might feel his'kiss 
""tJpon my lips, ere yon pale moon should leave 
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The stars all lonely, having waned away. 

Too old and weak and bowed with care to stay.” 


Her voice sighed in silence, W hilc she spo!x 
* My Ijeart writhed in me, praying she would cease— 
Each word she uttered falling like a sirokc 
On mjr bare soul. And now a hi^h like death, 

Save that ^twas broken by a quick-tfrawn breath. 

Fell ’round me, but brought not the hppcd*for peat e. 
For when the lash no*Iong;r leaves its blows, 

' The flesh s’tlll quivers, and the blood still flow^; 


She nestled on my bosom like a child, 

And ’neath her Fic.ad my tortured hcaft throbbed wild 
With pain and pity. She had told her tale— 

Her self-decciving story to the end, i 
How could I look down on her as she lay 
So fair, and sweet, and lilj^rlike, and frail— 

A tender blossom on my brea-^r, £nd say, 

“Nay, you are wrong—you do mistake, dear friend ! 
'Xis I am loved^ not you ” ? Yet that were truth, 
And she must know it later. 

'Should I speak, 

i ^d spread a ghastly pallor o’er the cheek 
FlusTted now with joy ? And while J, doubting, 
pondered. 

She spoke again. “ Maurinc ! I oft have wondered 
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Why you and Vivian were not lovers. He 
Is all a heart could ask its king to be ; 

Aud you have beauty, intellect and youth. 

I think it strange you have not loved each other— 
Strange how he could pass by you for another 
Not half so fair or w'orthy. Yet I know 
A loving Father^prc-artanged it so. 

I think my heart has know'n him all these vCars, 
And waited for Rim. And if when he came 
It had been ks a lover oj my jfriend, 

I should have re^gnised him, all the same, 

As my soul-mare, and loved him to the end, 
Hiding my grief, and forcing back my tears 
Till on my heart, slow dropping, day by day, 
Unseen they fell, and wore it ali^away. 

And so a tender Father kept him free, 

With all tjie largeness of his love, for me— 

For me, unworthy such a precious gift ! 

Yet I will bend each effort of my life 
To grow in fracctand goodness, and to lift 
My soul and spirit to his lofty iTcight, 

So to deserve that holy name, his tsife. 

Sweet friend, it fills my whole heart wifh delight 
To bVeathc its long Wd secret in your ear. 

Speak, my Maurine, and say you |pvc tc^hear !** 

The while she spoke, my active brain*gavc rise 
To one great thought^of mighty sacrifice 
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And self-denial. • Oli ! it Llanchcd my cheek, 

And wrung my soul ; and from my heart it drove 
All life and feeling. Coward-like, I strove 
To send it fiom me ; but I felt i^cling 
And hold fast on my mind like some live thing { 

‘ And all the Self within me felt its toi eh 
And cried, “No, no ! I cannot do so uMch—^ 

1 am strong enough—there is iig ca’1.” 

And then the \oiLe of Helen bade*n)c 
And with a calmncsj borne‘of nerve, I* s./ij. 

Scarce knowing what 1 uttJrcd, ‘‘fwcethcari, .ill 
Your joys and sorrows arc w'ith mine own w'cd. 
I^*iank you for your confidence, and pray 
I may deserve it a!wa)s. But, dtar one, 
Something—pcrlj.vps our bont-i vie in the sun— 
Has set my head to aching. 1 must go 
To bed directly ; and you will, f know, 

Grant me your pardon, and another day 
We'll talk of this together. Now good-night, 

And angch guard you withlrhcu gingl of light.” 


I tissed heij lips,* and held her on my heart, 

And viewod her as I ne’er had done before. 

I gazed upon her features o’er and o’er ; 

A %rjgcd hei white, tender face—her fragile form^ 
Like some frail plant that wifhers in the storm; 
Saw she was fiircr in her new-found joy 
Than e’er before ; and thou^it, “ Can 1 destroy 
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God*i httndmork^ or leave it at the best 
A broken harp, while I close clasp my bliss 
Ubcnt my hea<|^and gave her one last kiss, 

And sought my room, and found there such rJief 
At sad hearts feel when first alone with grief. * 

The moon wem down, slow sailing from sight. 
And left thettars to watch away the night. 

O stars, sweet stars, changeless and serene ! 

What depths o^woe y«ur pitying eyes have seen ! 
The proud sun sets, and leaves us with our sorrow, 
TfVgrope alone in darkness till the morrow, ^ 
The languid moon, e*cn if she deigns to rise. 

Soon seeks her couch, grown weary of our sighs; 
But from the early gloaming tffl the day 
Benda goldcn-livcricd heralds forth to say 
bfe com%i in might ; the patient stars shine on, 
Steadfast and faithful, from twilight to dawn. 

And, as chjy shone ujion Gethseraane, 

And watched tlfc struggle of g God-like soul, 

Now from the same far height they shone on me 
And saw the waves of anguish o*cr mg roll. • 

• 

The storm had Jome upon me all unsjen ; 

No sound of thunder fell upon my ear ; 

No cloud arose to t^l me it was near : 

But under skies all sunlit, and serene, 
located with the current of the stream. 
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And thought life all one golden-haloed dream. 

When lo ! a hurricane, with awful force, 

Swept swift upon its devastating course, , 

Wrecked my frail bark, and cast n(c on the wave 

^ W’'hcrc all my hopes had found a sudden grave.! 

Love makes us blind and selfish ; ot^^‘rwisc 

I had seen Helen’s secret iwher eyes ; 

So used I was to reading every look* 

In her sweet face, as-1 vvould rcad^ book. 

But now, made siglu]<;ss by'love’s blinding rass, 

I had gone on unseeing, to the cn^’ 

Where Pain dispelled the mist of golden haze 

w^allcd me in, and lo! I found my fricncT'* 

Who journeyed with me—at m\ very side— 

Had been sore wounded to tlu heart, while I, 

* 

Both deaf and blind, saw not, nor heard her Cry. 

And then I sobbed, “O God ! I would have died 
To save her this/' And as I cried in pain, 

There leaped forth from the still, white realm ol 
Thought * 0 * 

Where Conscience dwells, that unimpassioned spot 
As widely dilFcrc^it from tlic heart’s domain 
As north frdm south—the impulse felt before, 

And put away ; but now it rose once more, 

I ^greater %trcngtji, and said, “ llcart, wouldst thou 

^fO%C ^ 

What lips havj uttered ? Then go, lay thy love 
On Friendship’s altar, as thy ^flering.” 
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“NayT* cried my heart, ask an/ other thing— 

Ask life itself—*twcrc easier sacrifice. 

Bjjt ask not-lov^ for that I cannot give.** 

Jut/* spoke the voice, the meanest insect dies, 
And is no hero ! heroes dare to live * 

When all that makes h'fe sweet is snatched away.** 

So with my hgaft, in converse, till the day,^ 

In gold and crimson billow's, rose and broke, 

The voice of Conscience, aU unwearied, spoke. 

Love warred wi^ Friefidship, heart w'ith Conscience 
fought, 

Hotft's rolled away, and yet the end was 
And wily Self, tricked out like tenderness, 

Sighed, ** Think how one, wl^osc life thou w'crt to 
bless, 

Will be cast down, and grope in doubt and fear ! 
Wouldst*thou wound him, to give thy friend relief? 
Can wrong make right ? 

•- *‘^Nay !•* Conscience said, but Pride 
And Time can heal the saddest hurts of Love. 

While Friendship's wounds gape wide and yet more 
wide, • ' 

And bitter fountain^ of the spirit provoa*’ 

i 

At length, exhausted with the wtaringfstrife^ 

I cast the new-foun(f burden of my life 

On God*8 broad breast, and sought that deep repose 

That only he who v^atched with sorrow knows. 
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PART IV 

^‘Maurinc, Maurinc, *tb ten 0 VI 7 k I'arise, ' 
My pretty sluggard, open those dark eyes 
, And sec where yonder sun is ! Do you know 
I made my toilet just four hours ago T’* 

fi 

*Twa 8 Helen’s voice : and Helen ^gentle kiss 
Fell on my check. As from a deep aby^^s, 

I drew my weary sclfTroinP that si^ange sleep 
That rests hot nor refreshes. Scarce awake 
Qr c onscious, yet there seemed a heavy wciglst* 
Bound on my breast, as by a cruel Fate. 

I knew not why, and yet I longed to weep. 

Some dark cloud seemed to hang upom the dagr • 
And, for a moment, in that trance 1 lay, 

When suddenly the truth did o’er me br^ak, 

Like some great wave upon a helpless child. 

The dull pain in my breast^rew like-^ knife— 
The heavy throbbing of my heart grew wild, 

And God gave back the burden of the life 
He kept w^at time I slumbered. 

, You arc ill/* 

Cried Helen, “ with that blincfin| headache stUl 1 
\Vu j[pok so^pale ^nd Weary. Now let me 
Play nurse, Maurine, and car*e for you to-day 1 
And first I’ll sdit some dainty to your taste, 

And bring it to you, with a cup of tea.** 
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And off the rin> not waiting my reply. 

But, wanting most the sunshine and the light, 

I lejft my couch, jnd clothed myself in haste, . 

And, kneeling, sent to God an earnest cry 
Fot^help and guidance. 

** Show Thou me the way, * 
Where duty leads, for I am blind I my sight 
Obscured by Oh, lead my stcfs aright^l 
Help me see the^ath : and if it may, 

Let this cup pass:—and*)^ct, 'J'hou heavenly One, 
Thy uill in all tilings, n^t mine own, be done,*' 
Rising, I went upon my way, receiving 
The strength prayer gives always to hearts bcli<y^’rg. 

I felt that unseen hands were leading me, 

And knew the end was peace, ^ 

What! are you up ?” 

Cried Helen, coming with a tray, and cup, 

Of tender toast and fragrant, smoking tea, 

“You naughty girl! you should have stayed in bed 
Until you aft’'yo^^r breakfast, and were belter ; 

IVc something hidden for you here—a letter. 

But drink your tea before you readmit, dear ! 

'Tis from some distant cousin, auntie saW, * 

And so you need not, hurry. Now be glod. 

And mind your riclen.** 

• ^ So, in passive mooif*, 

t laid the still unopened letter near; 

And loitered at my bjeakfast more to please 
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IMy nurse, than any hunger to appease. 

Then listlessly I broke the seal and read 
The few lines written in a bold free hand : 

^ I.J 

“ New London, Canada. Dear Coz. Maurinc! 
(In spite of generations stretched between ^ 

‘ Our natural right to that most handy claim 
Of cousinship, we'll u’«e it ill the same) 

Pm cpming to sec you ; honestly, ^ '^ruth I 
IVc threatened oft<m—now I mei«n to act ; 
You’ll find my coming is a»stubborn fact. 

Keep quiet, though, and Uo not ^11 Aunt Ruth. 
I wonder if she’ll know her petted boy 
•iij^ spitc of changes Look for me until 
You see me coming. As of old I’m still 
Your faithful friepd, and loving cousin, Roy.*’ 


So Ro} was coming! He and I had pRiyed 
As boy and girl, and later, youth and maid, 

Full half our lives togcthcn He had|bcen, 

Like me, an orphaji ; and the roof of kin 
Gave both kind shcher. Swift years sped away 
Ere changf was*felt : and then one summer day 
A long-lq^t uncle sailed from India’s shore—t 
Nladc Roy his heir and he was frurs no more* 


‘’He’d write^js daily, and wcM sec his face 
Once every year.** Such wis his promise given 
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The morn he left. But now the years were seven 
Since last he looked upon the olden place. 

He’d been thfoujjjh college, travelled in all lands. 
Sailed over seas, and trod the desert sands. 

Wojild write and plan a visit, then, ere long, 

Would write again from Egypt, or Hong Kong— 
Some fancy called him ♦^hithcr unforeseen. 

So years had p^sed, till seven lay between 
His going and thft coming of this note, 

Which I hid‘in my bos<fm, and replied 

To Aunt Ruth’s ^uerics^** What the truant wrote ?” 

By saving he was still upon the wing, 

And merely dropped a line, while journeying, ^ 
To say he lived : and she was satisfied. 


Sometimes it happens, in this world so strange, 
A human Sicart will pass through mortal strife, 
And writhe in torture : while the old sweet life, 
So full of hq{»c and beauty, bloom and grace. 

Is slowly strangled by remorseless Pain : 

And one stern, cold, relentless, takes its place— 
A ghastly, pallid spectre of the slafti. 

Yet those in daily converse sec no change 
Nw dream the hearf has suffered. ^ 

• •So that day 
I passed along toward* the troubled way ^ 
Stern duty pointed, and no mortal g*tesscd 
A mighty conflict had disturbed my breast. 
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I had resolved •to yield up to my friend 

The man I loved. Since she, too, loved him to 

I saw no other way in honour le^t • 

She was so weak and fragile, once bereft 
Of this great hope, that held her with such pewcr, 
She would wilt down, like some frost-bitten flower, 
And swift, untimely death would be the end. 

But ( was strong ; and hardy plaivs, which grow 
In out-door soil, can bear bleak Winds that blow 
From Arctic lands, wheretJf a single breath 
Would lay the hot-house blossoxif low in death. 

The hours went by, too slow, and yet too fast. 
.^y_day I argued with my foolish heart 
That bade roe play the shrinking coward^s part 
And hide from ,pain. Ard when the day had 
past 

And time for Vivian’s call drew near and nearer. 

It pleaded, “ Wait until ^hc way seems clearer ; ' 
Say you are ill—or busy ; keep away 
Until you gather strength Enough to’jplay 
The part you have'resolved on.” 

^ ** Nay, not so,” 

Made answer clear-eyed Reason ; “ do you go 
And put your resolution to the test. 
yResolve, however nobly formed, at best 
'Is b*’^ a still-born bal^ of Thought until 
It proves existence of its life and will 

V 

By sound or action.” ^ 
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So when Helen came 
And knelt by me, her fair face all aflame 
With sudden blushes, whispering, ** My sweet 1 
My heart can hear the music of his feet, 

Go down with me to meet him,” I arose, 

And went with her all calmly, as one goes 
To look upon the dear face of the dead. 


m 

That eve I know «ot what I did or said. 

« 

I was not coldj—my manner was not strange ; 
Perchance I talkct^morc .^ccly than my wont, 

But in my speech ^as naught could give aflVont; 
Yet I (^bnveyed, as only woman can, 

That nameless smething which bespeaks a chan^. 


^T'is in the power of woman, if shk be 
Whole-souled and noble, free from coquetry— 
Hci motive^ all unseliish, worthy, good, 

To make herself and feelings understood 
By nameless ages, thus sparing what to man, 
However gently aniWered, causey pain. 

The offering of his hand and heart in vain, 

• 

She can be friendly, unrestrained and kina 
Assume no airs of pside or arrogance ; ^ 

But in her voice, her manner, and her glance, 
Convey that mystic something, undeflned, 
Which men fail not to understand and^ead, 
And, when not blind wath egoism, heed. 
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My f.isk was harder—*twas the slow undoing 

Of long sweet months of unimpeded wooing. 

It was to hide and cover and conceal 

. r 1 

The truth, assuming what I did not feel. 

It was to dam lovers happy singing tide 
* That blessed me with its hopeful, tuneful tone 
By feigned indiifercnce, tijl it turned aside 
And ^changed its channel, leaving pic alone 
To walk parched .plains, and idiirst for that sweet 
draught • • 

My lips had tasted, but another(juaffed. 

It could be done, for no words ycl were spoken-— 
-•None to recall—no pledges to be broken. 

“He will be grieved, then angry, cold, then cross,** 

I reasoned, thinking what v ould be his part 
In this strange drama. “ ^I'hen, because he 
Feels something lacking, to make good his loss 
He’ll turn to Helen, and her gentle grace 
And Im’ing acts will win her soon the place 
1 hold to-day ; and like a^rouWed d'niani 
At length, our pasr, when he looks back, will seem.*’ 

Vhat evening passed with music, chat, and song, 

But hourg* that once had flown on airy wings 
^Now limp^ed oii^wcary, aching limbs along, 

Eaci moment like some dreaded step that brings 
A twinge of p^in. 
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As Vivian rose to go. 

Slow bending to me from his greater height, 

He took my hand, and, looking in my eyes, 

With tender questioning and pained surprise, 
Said, “ Maurine, you are not yourself to-night; 
What is it ? Are you ailing ?” 

“Ailing? No/* 

I answered, laughhig lightly, “ I am not ; ^ 

Just see my chcclai sir—is it thit), or pale ? 

Now tell me, am I lookiag ver^ frail ?'* 

“Nay, nay/’ he ajSwerrj^. “it cannot be 
The change I speak of—*twas more in your mien 
Preocctipation, or—I know not what ! 

M iss Helen, am I wrong, or docs Maurine 
Seem to have something on her mind this eve ? 

“ She docs/’ laughed Helen, “and J do believe 
I know what ’tis! A letter came to-day 
Which she^ead slyly, and then hid away 
Close to her heart, not knowing I was near, 

And since shoes been as fbu have seen her here. 
See how she blushes! so my random shot 
We must believe has struck a tender spot/* 


Her rippling laughter boated through thc^room, 
And redder yet I felt the hot blood rise,* 

Then surge away, to legve me pale as death 
Under the dark and swiftly gathering ^loom 
Of Vivian’s que'\timin 3 ^ accusing eyes, 
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That searched soul. I almost shrieked beneath 
That stern, fixed gaze, and stood spellbound until 
He turned with sudden movement, gave his hand 
To each In turn, and said ; ‘‘You mast not stand 
Longer, young ladies, in this open door. 

The air is heavy with a cold, damp chill. 

Wc shall have rain to-morrow, or btfore, 
Good-niglit.’^ • 

He vanished in tlif darkling shade ; 
And so the dreaded cveniij^ found an end, 

That saw me grasp the c<\ 2 scicn<jp-whetted blade, 
And strike a blow for honour and for friend. 


“ How swiftly passed the evening !'* Helen sighc'*. 

“ How long the hours my tortured heart replied, 
Joy, like a child, with lightsome steps doth glide * 
By Father Time, and, looking in his face, 

Cries, snatching blossoms from the fair roadside, 

“ I could pluck more, but for thy hurried pace,** 

The while her elder brotlftr Pain, nifin grown, 
Whose feet arc.huft by many a thorn and stone. 
Looks to some distant hilltop, high and calm, 

Where he chall find not only rest, but balm 
For all hif wounds, and cries* in tones of woe, 

“ Oh, Father Time 1 whv is thv oacc so slow 

f 

Two days, all Sad with lonely wind and ram, 

Went lobbing by, repeating 40 ’er and o*er 
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The miserere, desolate and drear. 

Which every human heart must sometime hear. 
Pain is but little varied. Its refrain, 

Whatever the words are, is for aye the same. 

The third day brought a change, for with it came 
Not only sunny smiles to Nature’s face, . ' 

But Roy, our Roy came back to us. Once more 
We looked injg his laughing, handsome cye|. 
Which, while they gave Aunt Ruth a glad surprise 
In no way puzzled her^for one glance told 
What each succeeding *ne confirmed, that he 
Who bent above her with the lissome grace 
Of hts fine form, though grown so tall, could be • 
No other than the Roy Montainc of old. 

. ^ < 

It Was a sweet reunion, and he brought 
So much of sunshine w'ith him that I caught, 

Just from his smile alone, enough of gladness 
To make my heart forget a time its sadness, 

We talked Ub'gethf r of?he dear old days : 

Leaving the present, with its depths and heights 
Of life’s maturer sorrows and delights, 

I turned back to my childhood’s level land. 

And Roy and I, deaf playm tes, hand i;i hand, 
Wandered In mefti’ry through the olden ways. 

« 

It was the second evening of his coming. 

Helen was playing dreamily, and hiftnming 
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Some wordless melody of wbitc-souled thought, 
While Roy and I sat by the open door, 

Re-living childish incidents of yo^e. - 
My eyes were glowing, and my cheeks were hot 
With warm young blood ; exckcmcnt, joy, or pain 
* Alike would send swift coursing through each vein. 
Roy, always eloquent, was^vaxing 
And fringing vividly before my 
Some old adventure of those halcyon dayi, 

When suddenly, in pauses «f the talk, 

I heard a well-known steplV^pon |^e walk, 

And looked up quickly to meet fuU in mine 
The eyes of Vivian Dangcrficld, A flash 
Shot from their depths :—a sudden blaze of light 
Like that swift followed by tiie thunder’s crash, 
Which said, “ Suspicion is confirmed by sight/* 


As they fell on the pleasant doorway scene. 
Then o*cr his clear-cut fare a cold, wliite look 


Crept, like the pallid moonlight o*cr a brook, 
And, with a slight, proud1>ending oftthe head, 
He stepped toward* us haughtily, and said : 

** Please pardon my intrusion, Miss Maurine, 

1 called to«ask kiss Trevor for a book 
Sh« spoken of lending me ; naj, sit you still, 

\ And I, by grant of your pcrmisfiorv, will 
Pasi/by to where 1 hear hcr^laying/* 




l »id, « one* moment, Vivi.n, If you plewe}” 
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And juddenly bereft of all my ease, 

And scarcely knowing what to do or say, 

Confused as ;lny schoolgirl, I arose, 

And some way made each to the other known. 

They bowed, shook hands, then Vivian turned away^ 
And sou^t out Helen, leaving us alone. 

“ One of Miss JTfevor's or of Maurine’s heaisx 
Which may he bl, who Cometh like a prince 
With haughty bearing atid an, eagle cycr” 

Roy queried, laug/iing ; and I answered,Since 
You saw him pass me for Miss Trevors side, 

1 Icavd your own good judgment to reply.*’ 

And straightway caused the tide of talk to glide 
* In other channels, striving to dispel 
The sudden gloom that o’er my spirit fell. 

We mortals are such hypocrites at best! 

When Conscience tries <^r courage with a test, 

And points to some steep pathvv^y, wc set out 
Boldly, denying any fear or doubt; 

But pause before the first rock in ih'e waf. 

And, looking back, with tears, at Conscience, say; 

M Wc arc so sad, dcur tonscicncc ! for wc would 
Most gladly do what to thee scemith godd ; , 

But lo 1 this rock ! we^cannot climb it, so 
Thou must point out some other way to go,’* 

Yet secretly wc are rejoicing : and, 
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When right before our faces, as wc stand 

In seeming grief, the rock is cleft in twain, 

Leaving the pathway clear, we shrink in pain, , 

And, loth to go, by every act reveal 

What we so tried from Conscience to conceal. 

. ** 

I saw that hour, the way made plain, tOjdo 
With "Scarce an effort what had sce|(ic i a strife 

I’hat would requiit the strength ^"f my W'holc life. 

« 

« 

Women hjave quici; pcrcejll'/nis, |nd I knew 
That Vivian’s heart was full of jtaious pain, 

• Suspecting—nay, lehevir.g — Roy Montaine * 

To be my lover. First my filtered mien— 

And next the lettqr^—then the doorw'ay scene— 
My flushed face gazing in the one above 
That bent so near me, and my strange confusion 
When Vivian came all led to one conclusion: 

That I had but been playing with his love, 

As women sometimes cruelly d(^ pla;j^ 

With hearts when‘their true lovers are away. 

'There coold be* nothing easier than just 
To let hipi linger on in his belief 
Till hourly-fed Suspicion and Distrust 
Should turn to scorn'and anger all his grief. 
Compared with me, so doubly sweet and pure 
Would Heltfti seem, my purj>ose would be sure 
And certain of completion 'u the end. 
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But now, the way was made so straight and clear. 
My coward heart shrank back in guilty fear, 

TiU Conscicnce.^vhispcred with her still small voice, 
** The precious time is passing—make thy choice— 
Resign thy love, or slay thy trusting friend.** 


The grow'ing moun, watched by the myriad eyes 
Of countless stlis, went sailing through the skies, 
Like some young prineg, rising to rule a nation. 
To whom all cy|s are V-Jtneef in expcciaLloii. 

A woman who possesses tact and art 
And strength of will can take the hand of doom, 
And walk on, smiling sweetly as she goes, ^ 
With rosy lips, and rounded cheeks of bloom. 
Cheating a loiid-tongued worlu that never knows 
The pain and sorrow of her hidden heart. 

And so 1 joined in Roy’s bright changing chat ; 
Answered his sallies—talked of this and that, 

My brow unruffled as rtje calm, still wave 
That tells not of fhe wrecked ^lip, and the grave 
Beneath its surface. 

Then we hekrd, long, ‘ 
The sound of Helen’s gentle voice in song, 

And, rising, entered where the subtle power 
Of Vivian*s eyes, forgiving while accusing, ^ 
Finding me.weak, haS w'on me in that hour ; 

But Roy, always polite and debonair 
Where ladies were, now hung about my chair 
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With nameless delicate attentions^ using 
That air devotional, and those small arra ■ 
Acquaintance with society imparts^, - 
To men gallant by nature. 

'Twas my sex 

“And not myself he bowed to. Hai my place 
Been filled that evening by ^ dowager , 

Twice Jiis own age, he would hav*e^iven her 
The same attentions. But they s*/vcd to vex 
Whatever hope in Vivian^s«heart remained. 

The cold, white look crept ^^^ck i;^>on his face, 
Which told how deeply he was hurt and pained 
* * 

Little by little all things had conspired 
To bring events I dreaded, yet dcsir^^d. 

We were in constant intercourse : walks, rides. 
Picnics and sails, filled weeks of golden weather, 
And almost hourly we were thrown together. 
No words were spoken of rebake or scorn ; 
Good friends we seemed, ^ut a| a gliif divides 
This land and that, though lying side by side, 

Sp rolled a gulf tetween us—deep and wide—- 
The gulf of“doubt, which widened slowly morn 
And noon and night. • 

\ . . Free and informal were 

Thcsc*^J>icnic8 and excursions^ Yetj^SiUhougli 
Helen and I would sometimes choose to go 
Without our escorts, leaving tficm quire free. 
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It happened alway Roy would seek out me 
Ere passed the day, while Vivian walked with 
her* 

1 had no thought of flirting. Roy was just 
Ljke some dear brother, and 1 quite forgot 
The kinship was so distant it was not 
Safe to rely.upon in perfect trust, 

Without resc^jy^ or caution. Many a time^ 

When there winsome steep mountain-side to climb 
And I grew weary, he would say, “ Maurine, 

Come rest you ^^ere." And I would go and lean 
My head upon his shoulder, or would stand 
And let him hold in his my willing hand, 

The while he stroked it gently with his owH. 

Or I would let him clasp me with his arm, 

Nor entertained a thought of any harm, 

Nor once supposed but Vivian was alone 
In his suspicions. But ere long the truth 
I learned in consternation ! both Aunt Ruth 
And Helen honestly, ft faith, believed 
That Roy and I were lovers,* 

Undeceived, 

Some c.irele8s words might open Viviasi’s eyes 
And spoil my plans^ So reasoning in this wise. 

To all their sallicls I in jest replied, 

To naught assented, and yet naught dJnie^ 

With Roy unchanged remaining, confident 
Each understood jus| what the othe^/ meant. 
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If \ grew weary -of this double part, 

And self-imposed deception caused my heart 
Sometimes to shrink, 1 needed but {o 
On Helen’s face : that wore a look ethereal, 

As if she dwelt above the things material 
*And held communion with the angels. So 
I fed my strength and courage through the days. 
What time the harvest moon rose fglj ind clear 
And cast its ling’ring radiance on ffie earth. 

We made a feast ; and calUd from far and near. 

Our friends, who came to sl^rc tl^ scene of mirth* 
Fair forms and faces illtted to and fro ; 

none more sweet than Hclcn\. Robed iit wliite, 
She floated like a vision through the dance. 

So frailly fragile and so phantom fair, 

She seemed like some stray spirit of the air, 

And was pursued by many an atixious glance 
i hat looked to see her fading from the sjght 
Like figures that a dreamer sees at night. 

And noble men and gallant^graccd thcf^cenc : 

Yet none more nobld or more grand of mien 
Than Vivian—broad of chest and shoulder, tall 
And finely formeJ, as any Grecian god 
Whose high-arched foot on Mount Olympus trod, 

’^is clear-cut face was beardless ; ,^nd, like those 
Same Qrecia^i statdes, when in calm repose, 

Was it in hue and feature. Framed in hair 
0ark and jibun^ant; lighted bj- large eyes 
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That could be cold as steel in winter air, 

Or warm and su^iny as Italian skies. 

Weary of mirth and music, and the sound 
Of tripping feet, I sought a moment's rest 
V?ithin the lib' ry, where a group 1 found 
Of guests, discussing with apparent zest 
Some theme of in^.erest—Vivian, near the while, 
Leaning and libivning with his slow, odd smile. 
“Now, Miss La Pcllc, ^ye will appeal to you,” 
Cried young Gu^ Semple, as \ entered. “We 
Have been discussing fight before his face, 

All mirebukcd by him, as you may see, 

A poem lately published by our friend: 

And we are quite divided. 1 contend 
The poem is a libel and untruc. 

I hold the fickle women arc but few, 

Compared with those who arc like yon fair moon 
That, ever faithful, rises in her place 
Whether she's greeted by the flowers of lune 
Or cold and drearf stretches oJi white space.” 

Oh cried another, “ Mr. Dan^rfield, 

Look to your laurels! or you needs must yield 
The crown to Sempfe, who, 'tis very pl3in, 

mounted jPegasus and giasped his mane.” 

# • 

All laughed : and then, as Guy appealed to me, 

I answered lightly, My young friend, I fear 
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You chose a most unlucky simile 
To prove the truth of woman. To her place 
The,moon does rise—but with a <^fferent face 
Each time she comes. But now 1 needs must hear 
The poem read, before I can consent 
* To pass my judgment on the seniinicnu'** 

» 

All clamoured that the author wos the man 
To read the poem :,,and, with tot^ that said 
More than the cutting, scornful words^ he read, 

e him 

% 

HER LOVE. 

The sands upon tlic ocean side 
That chane^e about with evay tid^ 

And never true to one abide. 

A woman’s love I liken to. 

The summer zephyrs, light and vain. 

That sing the same alluring strain 
To every grass blade (m the p!am^ 

A woman’s love is nothlnif roor*. 

The sunshine of an April day 
Thatjcomcl to warm you with sts Hiy^ 

But while you smile has flown away«— 

A’woman’s love is like lo |,hii, 

^od Vnadc jloor woman with no Jiftart, 

But gave ber skill, and tJ^t, and art, 

And so^hc lives, and pla) her part. 

We must not blame, l*jt juty her. 


he began 


Taking the book Guy*gav 
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She leans to man—but just to hear 
The praise be whispers in her ear, 

Herself, not him, she hohieth dear— 

Oh, fgori to be deceived by her. 

To sate her selfish thirst she quads 

The love of strong hearts in sweet draughts, 

Then throws them hghtly by and laughs, 

Too weak, to understand their pain. 

*• 

As changc^il as the winds that blow 
From every region,•to anj fro, 

Devoid of l^art, ^le cannot know 
The sud'ering of a human heart. 

I knew the cold, fixed gaze of Vivian's eyes 
Saw the slow colour to my forehead rise ; 

But lightly answered, toying v !th my fan, 

“That sentiment is very like a man ! 

Men call ui fickle, but they do us wrong ; 

Wc’rc only frail and helpless, men are strong ; 

And when loyc dies, thfV take the poor dead thing 
And make a shroutt out of their suffering, 

And drag the corpe about with them for years. 
But we ?—we mourn it for a day*with tears I 
And then we robe it for its last long rest. 

And being womei^ feeble things at bestj 
Wc cannot dig the grave oorselvss. And so 
Wc call «trong-limbc4 New Love to lay it iRw | 
Immortal sexton he ! whom Venus s^nds 
To do this service fof^hcr canhly friends, 
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The trusty fellow digs the grave so deep 
Nothings disturbs the dead laid there to sleep.” 

t * i 

The laugh that followed had not died away 
Ere Roy Montaine came seeking me to say 
* The band was tuning for our waJtx, anil so 
Back to the ballroom bore me. In tiic glow 
And hfat and whirl, my strcngtlf cy’j long was spent, 
And I grew faint an#d dizzy, and went 
Out on the cool mooplighted portico,* 

And, sitting there, Roy drei^ my janguid head 
Upon the shelter of his breast, and bent 
» His smiling eyes upon me, as he said : * 

“ ril try the mesmerism of my touch 
To work a cure*; be very quiet now, 

And let me make some passes o*er your brow. # 
Why, how’ it throbs ! you’ve exercised too much I 
i* bliall not let you dance .'gain to-night, ^ 

Just then before us, in the broad moop’ight, 

Two forms were mifrored : and*l turned tny face 
To catch the teasing and mischievous glance 
Of Helen’s ^yes/as, heated by the dance, 

Leaning on Vivian’s arm, she sought this place. 

^'*1 bc^ youf parden/’ came in that rannd tone 
Of his low voice. “ I think %e do intrude.” 
^•-I^owing, they^urned, and left us quite alone 
Ere 1 could speak or cl.ange ^y attitude. 
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PART V 

A visit to a cave some miles away 
Was next in order. So, one sunny day, 

Four pramping steeds conveyed a laughing load 
Of merry pleasure-seekers o*er the road. 

A basket picnic, music, and croquet 

Were in the ^^rammc. Skies were blue ^nd clear, 

And cool winds whispered of the Autumn near. 

The merry-makers tilled the fime with pleasure : 
Some floated to the lifusic’s rhythmic nfeasurc, 
Some*played, some promenaded on the green. 

Ticked off by happy hearts, the moments pa#scd. 

The afternoon, all glow and glimmer, came. 

Helen and Roy were leaders c{ some game, 

And Vivian was not visible. 

i “ Mauri nc, 

I challenge you to climb yon cliff with me ! 

And who slj^tll tire, or ipach the summit last 
Must pay a forfeiiT' cried a ramping maid. 

" Come ! start at once, or own you are afraid,” 

So challenged I made ready for the race, 

Deciding first the forfeit w'as to be 
A handsome pair pfl^ootces to replace » 

The victor’s Jpss who made the r»ugh a*ccnt. 

The cliff was steep aJid stony. On \\c wen? 

As eagerly as if the path was Fame, ^ 

And what we cHinbcv?for, glory and a name. 
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My hands werc*bruiscd ; my garments sadly rciitj 
But on I clambered. Soon I heard a cn% 

“Maurine ! Maurinc ! ray strcngt/i k whdily spent I 
YouVe wen the boots! Tm going back—good-bye !'* 
And back she turned, in spite of laugh and jeer,, 

f * 

I reached the furnmit : and. its solitude, 

Wherejn no living creature did ihtmac. 

Save some sad birds, that w-^hccled fnd circled near, 

I found far sweeter tjian tlte scene below. 

Alone with One who knew yiy hidden woe, 

I did not feel so much alone as when 
♦ I mixed with th’ unthinking throngs of mem* 


Some flowers that decked the barren, sterile place 
I plucked, and read the lesson they conveyed, 
That in our lives, albeit dark with shade 
k^.'l rough and hard with labour, yet may grow 
The flowers of Patience, Sympathy, and Grate* 


As I walked on in rrfeditativc thought, 

A serpent w'rithed across my pathway ; not 
A large or (Jcadlj^ serpent ; yet the sight 
Filled me with ghastly terror and aflVight 
d shrieked aloud : a darkness veiled ray eyes-^ 
And I^eil fainting 'neath the w^tchfidf'skies. 


» 


•«l^was no coward. Country-bred and bon^ 
I had no; feeling but the keenest scorn 
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For those fioe lady ah^s ” and ** oh's ” of fear 
So much assumed (when any man is near). 

But God implai^tcd in each human heart 
A natural horror, and a sickly dread 
Of that accursed, slimy, creeping thing 
l^hat squirdis a limbless carcass o’er the ground. 
And where that inborn loathing is not found 
Vou'll find th^s«rpent qualities instead. 

Who fears it no«^ himself is ncj^t of kin, 


And in his bosom hoIds#some^treacherous art 
Whereby to counteract its venomed sting. 
And all are sired by Sitan—Chief of Sin. 


Who loathes not that foul creature of the dust, 
However fair jn seeming, I distrust. 


I woke from ray unconsciousness, to know 
1 leaned upon a broad and manly breast, ^ 

And Vivian’s voice was ^peaking, soft and low, 

Sweet whispered ^^rds of passion, o’er and o’er. 

I dared not breathe. Had I found Eden’s shore ? 

Was this a foretaste of Eternal bliss ? 

“My love,” he sighed, his voice like wiftds that moan 
Before a rain in Surainer-time, “ my ovvq, 

For one sweet stolen moment, lie ^and rc^st 
Upon this heart chat ^ves and hates you bot% ! 

O fair false face I Why were you made so fair ! ^ . 

O mouth of Southern sweetness ! that ripe kiss 
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That hangs upon you, I do take an oath 

His lips shall never gather. There 1 —and there \ 

I steal it from him. Arc you his- 5 -ail his f 
Nay, you are mine, this moment, as I dreamed— 
Blind fool—believing you were what you seemed— 
You would be mine in all the year^i to'come. 

Fair fiend ! I love and ha^e you in a Iwcath, 

O Gcjd! if this white pallor w^eiejbu*' 

And I were strctclvsd beside you told and dumb, 
My arms about you,^so —m fond embrace I 
My lips pressed, so—upon j'our^ying face !** 

** Woman, how dare you bring me to such shame! 
How dare you drive me to a:» act like this, 

To steal from yourjincon'cious lips, the kiss 
You luied me on to think my rightful claim I 
O frail and puny woman ! could you know 
riiC devil that you waken in the hearts 
You snare and bind in your enticing arts, 

The thin, pale stuff that in yo^r veiiU doth flow 
Would freeze in terror. 

^ Strange you have such powe 

To please br pain us, poor, weak, soulless things—* 
Devoid of passion as a senseless flower ! 

Like butterflies, your/mly boasf, your wingp. 

Them, now 1 scorn you—s^rn you from this hour, 
And hate myself for having talked of love , 

*He pushed fnc from him. ^nd I felt as those 
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Doomed angfU must, when pearly* gates above 
Arc closed against them* 

'» With a feigned surprise 

I started up and opened wide my eyes, 

Apd looked about. Then in confusion rose 
And stood before him. 

t 

^ “ «Pardon me, I pray,!” 

He said quite coMly. “ Half m hour ago 
I left you with the company l\eIow, 

And sought this cliff. A moment since you cried, 

It seemed, in sudden terror and alarm. 

I came^in time to see you swoon away. 

Youll need assistance down the rugged side 
Of this steep cliff, I pray you take my arm.” 

So, formal and constrained, wc passed along, 
Rejoined ou/ friends and mingled with the ihroia^. ^ 
To have no further speech again that day, 

# 

Next morn there came a bulky ^document, 

The legal firm of Blank and Blank had sent, 
Containing news unlooked for, Ali estate 
Which proved a cosy fortune—nowise great 
Or princely—had in France been left to me. 

My grandsirc’s last descendant. 4nd it J^rought 
A sense of joy and freejdom in the thought ^ 

Of %rcign travel, which I hoped would be 
A panacea for my troubled mind, 
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That longed to Jeave the olden scenes behind 
With all their recollections, and to flpe 
To some strange country. 

* a * ' 

I was in such haste 

To put between me and my native land 
* The briny ocean's desolating waste, ^ 

I gave Aunt Ruth no pcace^ until she planned 
To sail that week, two months; though she was fain 
To wait until the JJpringtime. Ifcy Montaine 
Would be our guide and (jpeort. 

No one dreamed 

The cause of my strange hufry, lJut all seemed 
To think good fortune had quite turned my brain. 
One bright October morning, when the woods 
Had donned their purple nuntlcs and red hoods 
In honour of the F> jst King, Vivian came, 

Bringing some green leaves, tipped with crimson 
flame,— 

First trophies of the Autumn time. 

• And Roy 

Made a proposal th^it we all shtiuld go 
And ramble in the forest for a while. 

But Helen said *.hc was not well—and so 

K 

Must stay at home. Then Vivian, with a smile, 
Responde'd, *‘I will stay and^tajk to you, 

And ^cymay gf>at which her two cheAsgyew 
Like blush roses—dyedbwith lovers red wave, 
Her fair facj shone transfigured with great joy* 
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A 

And Vivian uv /—and suddenly was grave. 

Roy took ray arm in that protecting way 
Peculiar to 8Qm<£ men, which seems to say, 

“ I shield my own/' a manner pleasing, e’en 
When wc are conscious that it does not mean 
^forc than U simple courtesy. A woman 
Whose heart is wholly feminine and human, 

And not unsexed Ly hobbies, likes to be 
The objcctof tlmt tender chivrlry, 

That guardianship whic^i man bestows on her. 

Yet mixed with deference ; as if she were 
H»lf child, halfaVl-" 

Though she may be strong^ < 
Noble and self-reliant, not afraid * 

To raise her hand and voice against all wrong 
And all oppression, yet if she made, 

With all the independence of her thought, 

A woman vf'omanly, as God designed, 

Albeit she may have as great a mind 
As man, her brother, y^ his strength of arm, 

His muscle and his*boldncss sife has not, 

And cannot have without she loses what 
Is far more precious, modesty and^grac^. 

So, walking on in her appointed place, 

She docs not strive to ape him, nor pretfind 
But that she aecds him for a guid^ and frie^, 

To shield her with h# greater strength from harm. 
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Wc reached the forest; wandered to and firo 
Through a winding path and dim retreati 
Till J grew weary : when I chose«a seat * 
Upon an oak-tree, which had been laid low 
By some wind storm, or by some lightning stroke. 
And Roy stood just below me, where tKe ledge 
On which I sat sloped steeply to the edge 
Of supny meadows lying at my fe^t^ 

One hand held miA’e ; the other |rasped a limb 
That cast its checkered shadows ovcr*him ; 

And, with, his head thrown ^ck,Jiis dark eyC» raised 
And fixed upon me, silently he g37ed 
• Until I, smiling, turned to him and spoke t * 

** Give words, my cousin, to those thoughts that rise, 
And, like dumb spirits, look forth from your eyes.** 


,^Jhe smooth and even darkness of his cheek 
wk;. stained one moment by a flush of red. 

He swayed his lithe form nearer as he stood 
Still clinging to the*,brancli abqyc his^icad. 

His brilliant eyes grew darker ; and he said, 

^With sudden pt^sion, ** Do you bid me speak ; 

I cannot, t^cn, keep silence if 1 would. 

, That hatc/ul fortune, comingjas it did, 

\ Forbade my speaking .sooner ; ffer I knew ^ 

A haAh-tongued world wo^Jd quickly misconsfrue 
4 My motive for a meaner one. But, sweet, : 
^So big my htart has grown^^ilh love fox you 
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1 cannot aholccr it or keep it hid. ‘ 

And so I cast it throbbing at your feet, 

Fo- you to guard and cherish, or to break. 

Maurinc, I love you better than my life, 

hly friend—my cousin—be still more, my wife ! 

Maurine, Klaurinc, what answer do you make 

I scarce could J^jeathe for wonderment ; anj numb 
With truth that Tell too suddenly, sat dumb 
With sheer antaze, and atared^at Roy with eyes 
That looked no but complete surprise. 

He swayed so near his breath was on my check. 
**Maufinc,Maurine/*he whispered,“will you speak: 

Then suddenly, as o*er some magic glass 
One picture iii a score of shapes ^^iIl pars, 

I seemed to see Roy glide before my gaze. 

First, as the'playmate of my earlier days— 

Next, as my kin—and then my valued friend, 

And last, myJover. AsPwhcn colours blend 
In some unlookcd-l8r group before our eyes, 

We hold the glass, and look them o’er and o’er, 

So now' I gazed on Roy in his new*guise, 

In which he neVr apjsearcd to me before. 

His foilh wasdike a panther’s in ias grac^, 

So lithe and supple, a#d of medium height, 

And garbed in all the elegance of fashion. « 

His large black eyes wA-e full of fire and passion, 



578 


MAURINE 


And in expression fearless, firm, and bright. 

His hair was like the very deeps of night, 

And hung in raven clusters 'roundface 
Of dark and flashing beauty. 

^ He wjis more 

Like some romantic maiden's grand ideal 
Than like a common being. As I gazed 
Uponrthc handsome face to mine 4^praised, 

I saw before me, living, breathing* real, 

The hero of my early day-dreams : diough 
So full my heart was with t^jat c^ar-cut face. 
Which, all unlike, yet claimed the hero’s place, 
’ I had not recognised him so before, 

Or thought of him, save as a valued friend. 

So now I called him^ adding, 

Foolish boy J 

Each word of love you utter aims a blow 

Jtrx ..at sweet trust I had reposed in you. 

I was so certain I had found a true, 

« 

Steadfast man frientv whom^I couIS depend, 
And go on wholly trusting to the end. 

Why did you shatter my delusion, Roy, 

By turning*to a lover ?” 

** yV'hy, indeed ! 
Because I loved j^ou more than any brother,^ 

Or an^ friend could love/' ^Then he began 
To argue like a lawyer, and to plead 
'Vith all his eloquence. A^d, listening, 
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I strove to think it was a goodly thing 
To be so fondly loved by such a man, 

And it were boat to gii^e his wooing heed. 

And not deny him. Then before my eyes, 
a!! its clear-cut majesty, that other 
Haughty and poet-handsome face would rise 
And rob my purpose of all life and strength. 

• c 

Roy urged and argued, as Roy only could, 

With that impetuous, boyish*cloqucncc. 

He held my haffcls, nod vowed I must, and should 
Give^omc least hope ; till, in my own defence, 

I turned upon him, and replied at length : 

I thank you for the noble heart you offer f 
But it deserves a true one in.-ixchange, 

1 could love you if I loved not another 

Who kccpf%my heart; so I have none to pro^.** 

Then, secitig howdiis dark eyts flashed, I said ; 
‘^Dcar Roy ! I know my words seem very strange; 
But I love one I cannot hope to 
A river rolls between us, dark and deep. 

To cross it—were i® stain with blood njy hand. 
You Ibrce my speech on w hat I fain wjuld keep 
In my own bosom, bpt you understand ? • 

My heart is given to love that’s sanctified, ^ 
And now can feel novothcr, * 
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Be jfou kind, 

Dear Roy, my brother ! speak of this no more, 

Lest pleading and denying shoild divide 
The hearts so long united. Let me hnd 
In you my cousin and ray friend of yore. 

.And now come home. The morning, ail too soon 
And unperceived, has melted into noon. 

Helen will miss us, and we must, return.** 

• t t 

t 

He took my hand, and hclpijd me to atise, 

Smiling upon me with his sad, dark eyes. 

Where passion’s fires had, sudden, ceased to burn. 

* 

r 

And ib,” he said, “ too soon and unforeseen 
My friendship melted into love, Maurine. 

But, sweet I I am not wholly in the blame 
For what you term my folly. You forgot, 
we’d known each other, I had not 
In truth a brother’s or a cousin’s claim* 

But I remembered, wj^cn throug|i every* nerve 
Your lightest touch went thrilling; and began 
To love you with^that human love of man 
For comely womam By your coaxing arts, 

You won your way into my hes^t of hearts, 

^nd all Platonic feelings put to r<Ait. # 

A maid ihot/id never lay aside^eserve 
With one who’s not her kinsman, out and out. 

B 4 t as wt novi^ with measure^ steps, retrace 
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The path we came^ e'en 80 my heart Til send, 

At your commantL back to the olden place, 

And strive to Jov*ifyou only as a friend," 

I *fclt the justice of his mild reproof, 

But answered, laughing, 'Tis the same old cry ; 

‘ The woftian tempted me, and I did cat.* • 

Since Adam's time we’ve heard it. But I’ll try 
And be more prudent, sir, and hold aloof 
The fruit I never once had thought so sweet 
'Twould tempt you aiyr. Now go dress for dinner, 
Thou sinned against! as also will the sinner. 

And guard cacn actf that no least look'betray 
What's passed between us.** ^ 

Then I turned away 
And sought my room, low humming some old air 
That ceased upon the threshold ; for mine eyes 
Fell on a face so glorihed and fair 
All other venses, merged in that of sight, . 
Were lost in contemplation of the bright 
And won^i^ous picture, which had otheruise 
Made dim my vi^on, * 

Waiting in my room, 

Her whole face lit as by an inward fl|mc • 

That sheds its halo 'round her, Helen stood ; 

Her fair hands fplded like a lily's leaves 
Welljlied dwwn by happy dews ©f sumincr^cvcs. 
Upon her cheek thf colour went and came 
At sunUght flickers o’er a bed of bloom ; ^ 
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And, like some slim young sapling of the wood, 

Her slender form leaned slightly; and her hair 
Fell ^round her loosely, in long curling strands 
All unconfined, and as by loving hands 

Tossed into bright confusion. 

% 

Standing there. 

Her starry eyes uplifted, she did seem 
Like sopic unearthly creature of a d^c^m ; 

Until she started for^’ard, gliding slowly, 

And broke the breath^ss silence, speaking lowdy, 

As one gro\yn meek, and humble ij? an hour, 

Bowing before some new and mighty power, 

m 

“Maurmc, Maurinc !” she murmured, and again, 

** Maurinc, my own sweet friend, Maurinc!" 

And then, 

Laying her love-light h^nds upon my head, 
SheTb«>ned, and looked info my eyes, and said 
With voice that bore her jo^' in cv'ry tone, 

As winds that blow across a garden bed* 

Are weighed with fragrance, He is mine alone, 

>\nd I am his-^all his—his very owni. 

So pledged this hour, by that most sacred tic 
Save one beneath God’s over-arching sky. 

> I could not wait to tcll^you of my*'bliss: m 

I w^ant four* blessing, swcethc^t 1 and your kiis.*'' 

So hiding my heart’s trouble with a smile, ^ 

1 leaned and kissed her daint/cinouth ; the while 
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1 felt n gnilt-joy, as of some sweet sin, 

When ray lips fell where his so late had been, 

A^id all day’lcmg I bore about with me 
A sense of shame—yet mixed with satisfaction, 

As some sfarved child might steal a loaf, and be 
Sad with the guilt resulting from her action, 

While yet the morsel■'^in her mouth was sweet. 

That ev’ning^v^hen the house had settled down 
To sleep and quiet, to my room there crept 
A lithe youhg form, r«Jbed in a long wiiitc gown ; 
With steps lik(si^all,^pf thistle-down she. came, 

Her mouth srailc-WTcaihed ; and, breathing low my 
name, 

Nestled in graceful beauty at my feet. 

> 

** Sweetheart,*' she murmured softly, ere I sleep, 

I needs m".st tell you all my tale of joy. 

Beginning where you left us—you and Roy. 

You saw the colour fhiTne upon my cheek 
When Vivian spole of stayin*g. So did he 
And, when wc were alone, he gazed at me 
With such a strange look in his^wond'rous eyes. 

The silence deepened ; and I tried to speak 
Upon some common topic, but could not, 

My ffcart vms in such tumult. ^ ^ 

In this wdsc 

Five hafpy moments glided by us, fraught ^ 
With hours of feeling. Vivian ro^c'^up then. 
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And came and stood b)* me, and strolted my hair, 
And, in his low voice, o^er and o’er again, 

Said, * Helen, little Helen, frail and/air.* 

I'hen took my face, and turned it to the light, 

And looking In my eyes, and seeing what 
Was shining from them, murmured, sweet and law, 
* Dear eyes, you cannot veil t^e truth from sight. 
You love me Helen I answer, h $0 ^ 

And I made answer straightway, * With my life 
And soui and strength J lov^you, O my Ipver 
He leaned and took me gently to his breast, 

And said, ‘ Here then this dainty head shall rest 
JHenceforth for ever : O my little dove ! * 

My lily-^ud—my fragile bloss;>m-wifc !* 


And then I told him ail my thoughts ; and he 
Listened, with kisses for his comments, till 
My tafejj was finished. Then he said, ‘ fwill 
Be frank with you, my darling, from the start, 
And hide no secret frojn you in jjy heaA. 

I love you, Helen, but you arc not first 
^ To rouse that iovc; being. Ere we met 
1 loved a woman madly—never dreaming 
She was not all in truth she was^in seeming. 
Enough I she proved to be that thing accurse4 
Of God and tean—% wily vain^cotjucttc. 

I hate myself for having loved her. Yet 
%o Hiuch my hfort spent on hc^r, it must gt^ 
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A love less ardent, and less prodigal. 

Albeit just as tender and as true— 

A^ milder* yetia faithful love to you. 

Just as some evil fortune might befall 

1 ‘iC 

A man's great riches, causing him to live 
In some low cor, all unpretending, still 
As much Kis home —as much his loved retreat, 

As was the palace on the hill, ^ 

E'en so I give ^ou all that’s left, my sweet I 
Of my heart-fortune.* • • 

^ ‘That were more to me/ 

J made swih smiling; answer, ‘ than to be 
The Worshipped consort of a king.' And so 
Our faith was pledged. But Vivian woukl^not go 
Until I vowed to wxd him New Year day. 

And 1 am sad because you away 
Before that time. I shall not feel half wed 
Without y<Ju here. Postpone your trip aiivj^‘ay, 
And be my bridesmaid.’* 

* “ Nav, I cannor, dear ^ 

^ f ' ’ ' 

'Twould disarrange our plans for half a }car. 
ril be in Europe New Year day,” I ^aid, 

“And send congratulations by th% caWc,” 

And from my soul thanked Providence for sparing 
The j^in, to ine,<of sharing in, and wcaVing, 

The festal gfrments of a wclidin| scenej • 

j||^ 

While all my heart was hung with sorrow's sable* 
Forgettiffg for a season, that between • 
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The cup and lip lies many a chance of loss, 

I lived in my near future, confident 
All would be as 1 planned it; and, across ,, 
The briny waste of waters, I should find 
Some balm and comfort for my troubled mind. 

The sad Fall davs, like maidens aumirn-tf’cssed 
And amber-eyed, in purple garments dressed, 

Passed by, and dropped their tcp-% upon the tomb 
Of fairUucen Sumnier, buried in hrer bloom. 

i 

Roy left us for a time, and Helen ^j;ent 
To make the nuptial preparations. Then, 

•^Aunt Ruth complained one day of feeling ill: 

Her veins ran red with fever; and the skill 
Of two physicians could not stem the tide. 

The house, that rang fo late w'ith laugh and jest, 
Grew ghostly with low whispered sounds: and wdicn 
The ^utumn day, that 1 had thought ti be 
Bounding upon the billows of the sea, 

Came sobbing in, it fecund me pale and'Vorn, 
Striving to keep away that unloved guest 
Who comes unbidden, making hearts to mourn. 
I'hrough allithc inxious weeks I watched beside 
The suff'rcr*8 couch, Roy was my help and stay; 

^ Others werb kind, but he alone each day ,, 

Broughfc.8trttngth Itnd comfort^, by his cheerful fifee, 
And hopeful words, that fell In that sad place 
LKjc rays of Ijght upon a darkened my, ^ 
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November passed j and Winter crisp and chill. 

In robes of ermine walked on plain and hill. 
Returning lijght and life dispelled the gloom 
That cheated Death had brought us from the tomb. 
Aunt Ruth was saved, and slowly getting better— 
Was dressed each day, and walked about the room. • 
Then came one morning in the Eastern mail, 

A little ♦vhitc-win^^Virdiing of a letter. 

I broke the s&iand read, * 

, ^ ** Maurine, my own ! 

I hear Aunt Rutn is better, and am glad. 

I felt so sorry ; and so sad 

To think I left you when I did—alone ^ 

To bear your pain and w orry, and tliose nights 
Of weary, anxious watching. 

'»»‘^Vivian writesr^'^ 

^''^oui plans arc changed now, and you will not sail 
Before the Xpringtime. So you'll come and be 
My bridesmaid, darling ! Do not say me n“Sly. 

But three ^ecks more #f girlhood left to me. 

Come, if you can, Just two w^eks from to-day, 

And make your preparations here. My sweet 1 
Indeed I am not glad Aunt Ruthjwas ijl— • 

I’m sorry she has suffered so ; and still 
I'm thankful soraetlling happened, so you stayed, 

Tm, sure my*vcd3ing would be 'incompjete 
Witliout your presents. Selfish, I'm afraid 
You’ll tWnk your Helen. But I love you so, ^ 
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How can I be quite willing you shonld go ? 

Come Christmas Eve, or earlier. Let me know, 
And l.will meet you, dearie I at tha train. ® 
Your happy, loving Helen.** 

Then the pain 

"^That, hidden under later pain and \ are, 

Had made no moan, but silept, seemed to sleep, 
Woke ^om its trance-Kkc lctb,;!>f5y,^r<j steep 
My tortured heart iri anguish and sfespair. 

I 

• * • 

i 

I had relied too fully on my s|:ill / 

In bending circumstances to rov will ; 

• * 

And now 1 was rebuked and made to see 

That (jod alone knoweth what is-to be. 

The. came a mc'sengcr from Vivian,-who 
Came not himself, as he was wont to do, 

But sent his servant each new day to bring 
A kii1l*’y message, or an oiFcring 
Of juicy fruits to cool the Ijps of fever, 

Or dainty hot-house klossoms, ^^'ith their bloom 
To brighten up the convalesccnt*s room. 

Put now the servant only brought a line 
From Viviaft Dangerfield to Roy Montaine, 

; “ Dear Sir, and Friend **—in letters bold and plain, 
^ Written on cream-whi^e paper, s6 it ran ; • 

“ It is t^.c tfcill and pleasure o|’ Miss Trevor, 

And therefore doubly so a wnsh of mine, ^ 

Tliat you shidl honour me New Year Eve, 
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My wedding hour, by standing as best man 
Miss Trevor has six bridesmaids I believe 
Being myself a novice in the art— 

If I should fail in acting well my part, 
ril need pr^iteciion ’gainst the regiment 
Of outraged ladies. So, I pray, consent 
To stand by me in time of need, and shield 
Your friend sincerely,'Vivian Dangcrfield.” 

4 ^ 

The last least hope had vaniihed ; I must clrain, 
E’en to the dre^s, this bitter cup of pain. 


PART VT 

_ V 

’^.rThcrc was a wefjt of bustle and of hurry ; 

A stately home echoed to voices sweet, 

Calling, replying ; and to tripping feet 
Of busy bridesmaids, rujining to and fro, 

With all that girlis]i fluttering and flurry 
Preceding such occasions. 

Helenas r«om 

\ 

Was like a lily-garden, all in bloom, 

Decked the dainty robes of her trous'seau. 
My robe was fashioned by swift, skilful liands—• 
A thing of beauty, clifgant and rich, -> 

S'" 

A mystc^Y of loopings, pufts and bands; 

And as t watched it growing, stitch b )4 stitch, 
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1 felt as one might feel who should behold 
With vision trance-like, where his body lay 
In desithly slumber, simulating Hay, . 

His grave-cloth sewed together, fold on fold. 


I lived with cv’ry nerve upon the strain, 

As men go into battl^ ; and the pain, 

That,"more and more, to mj^sad Koert revealed 
Grew'ghastly with its horrors, was ct ncealcd 
From mortal eyes by* supc^humai?? power, 

That God bestowed upon h^ur by hour. 
What night the Old Year gave unto the New 
The key of human happiness and woe, 

The pointed stars, upon thrir field of blue, 

* I 

Sho- white and p^t'ect, o’er a world below', 
Of snow-clad beauty ; all the trcos were dressed 
In gleaming garments, decked w’ith diadems, 
EacB seeming like a bridal-bidden guest, 

Coming o'erladcn with a^'ift of gems, 

' c 


, The bustle of the dressing-room ; the sound 

Of eager voices in discourse ; the clang' 

Of “ sweet bells jangled ’*; thud of steel-clad feet 
* . <1 ' 

That beat swift music on the ftwzcn groui)4-^ 

Ail blint\ogether in my br^in, and rang 
A medley of strange noises, incomplcte|^ 

^nd full o&discords» .. 
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Then out on the night 
Streamed from the open vestibule, a light 
That lit the vtivet blossoms whi^'h we trod, 

With all the hues of those that deck the sod. 

^he grand cathedral windows wxre ablaze 
With gorgeous colours ; through a sea of bloom, 
Up the lung aisle, to join the waiting groom, 

The bridal c«iriegc p^^sed. • 

As some lost Si)ul 

Might surge onfcwitli tfic cutlous crowd, to gaze 
Upon its coffin^l b^dy, so I went 
With that glad festal throng. The organ sent 
Great waves of melody along the air, 

That broke and fell, in liquid drops, like 4^ray, 
On happy hearts that listened. But to me ^ 
sit sounded faii-ksiy, as if miles' away, ^ 

A troubled^spirit, sitting in despair 
Beside the sad and evcr-inoanlng sea, 

Gave utterance to sigh^ig sounds of dole. 

We paused before ^hc altar. * Framed in flowers. 
The white-robed man of God stood forth. 

• * I heard 

The solemn service open ; through long hours 
I seemed to stand |nd listen, while each word 
Fell on my ear a% falls the |ound of clay 
Uf>on the coffin of ije worshipped deafl, • 

The st^Jy father gave the bride a\vay ; 

The bridegroom circled with a gold^ band • 
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The taper finger of her dainl)^ hand. 

The last imposing, binding words were said— 

** What God has joined let no man^irt asunder — 
And all my strife with self w^-at an end ; 

^ My lover was the husband of my friend.^ , 


How strangely, in some awftil hour of pain, 
ExterrKil trifles with our sorftJvvs bb»d I 

4 * ^ 

I nevei; hear the mighty organ’s thunder, 

1 never catch the sceflt of ltcliotrc^’»c, * 

Nor see stained windows all a^Iaz|pwdth light, 
Without that dizzy w'hirling of the brain, 

And all the ghastly feeling of that night, 

When ^ny sick heart relinquished love and hope. 


The pain we feel so keenly may drpart, 

And e’en its memory cease to haunt t|jc heart: 

But st^me slight thing, a perfume, or a sound 
Will probe the closed rccciscs of the wgund, 

And for a moment bfing the oW-time smart. 
Congratulations, kisses, tears and smiles, 

'Good-byes and ^irewells given i then aoross 
The snowy waste of w^cary wintry miles. 

Back to ipy girlhood’s homc ,4 where, through each 

room^ . * V* " 

For cvSrmore pale phantomaiof delight 
Should aimless wander, always in my si^, 

Pointing, wRh ghostly fingeis, to tl^ tomb 
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Wet with the tears o^Hving pain -and loss. 

The sleepless nights of watching and of care, 
Fallowed hy that one week of keenest pain,. 
Taxing my wcakemed system, and my brain, 
Prought on a ling’ring illness. 

Day by day, 

In that strange, apathetic state I lay, 

Of mental ar^ pf {^hjieical despair. , 

I had no pain, ho fever, and no chill, 

But lay without^ ambitk)n, strength, or wilf. 
Knowing no wj^'h for anything but rc^t. 

Which seemed, of ^ll God’s store of gifts, the best. 


Physicians came and shook their heads aa^ sighed : 
And to their score of questj^jns I replied, ^ 
"•With but one kllguid answer, o’er and ocTj 
am so t^cary—weary—nothing more.’* 

I fclept, aiM*dreamed fwis |omc feathered thing. 
Flying through space with ever-aching wing. 
Seeking a ship called Rest all snpwy white, 

That sailed and sailed before m^, just^in sight. 

But always one unchanging distance kept, 

And igokc morc^eary than before I slTipt, 


I slept^^nd dreamed I ran to win a yrize, 

A hand fron\heaven4icld down befote my eyes. 
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Ail eagerness I sojight it^it was gone, 

But shone in all its beauty farther on. 

1 ran, and ran, and ran, in eager qu(^t . t 

Of that great prize, whereon was written ** Rest,*' 
Which ever just beyond my reach did gleam, 

And wakened doubly weary with my dream, 

a. 

I drean^jsd I was a cry^al dre^ of r|in. 

That saw a snow-white lily on the^plain. 

And left the cloud to **icstle«.in her breast. 

I fell and fell, but nevermore founi^ rest— 

I fell and fell, but found no stepping place, 

* Through leagues and leagues of never-cnding*space, 
While space illimitable stretched before. 

"'N., 

And alK'hcse dreams^Sut wcaried^me the more. 


Familigy voices sounded ii< my room —* 

Aunt Ruth’s, and Ruy’s,^ and Helen’s: but they 

seemed r ** 

c 

A part of some strange fancy I had dreamed, 

^nd now rrmr?mhered dimly, 

• * Wrapped in gloom, 

My mind, o’erraxed, lost hold of time at last, 

\Ignored its* future, ancl forgot itsq^ast, * 

And gr«pc£ alon^ the presenj, as a light, , • 
Carried, uncovered, through the fogs of night, 

VSi^ll flicker finely, ^ 
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But K fclt^ it length, 

When March winds brought vague rumours of the 
• spring,. , 

A certain sense of “ restlessness with rest.** 

My aching fratne was weary of repose, 

And wanted action. * 

^Then slow-creeping strength 
Came back with MegiVy, hind in hand, to bring 
And lay upon *iy sore and b>ceding breast, 
Grim-visaged Rccolie^tion\thorny rose. 

1 gained, and faded. One day could ride and walk, 
The next woul% fiAd me prostrate: while a flock 
Of ghostly thoughts, like phantom birds, would flit. 
About the chambers of my " eart, or sit, ^ 

Pale spectres of the past, with folded wings, 

Perched, silently^ upon thc^oicelcss string 
'^hat once rescTundcd to Hopc*s happy lays. 


So passed ^he ever^changing* April days. 

When May came, lightsome footed, o’er the lea, 

t 

Accompanied by kind Aunt Ruth a«d Roy, 

1 bade farewell to home with scflret joy. 

And turned iny wan face eastward to the sea, 
Roy i^nned ou» route of travel : for all lands 
Were one to him. Or Egypt’s*burnirig «nds, 
Or Alpa^of Switzerland, or stately Rome, 

All were familiar as |he fields of hoije. • 
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There was a year*of wandVing to and fro, 

Like restless spirits; scaling mountain heights: 
Dwelling among the countless, rare ^delights 
Of lands historic ; turning dusty pages, 

^tamped with the tragedies of mighty ages . 

Gazing upon the scenes of bloody acts. 

Of kings long buried—barc,<invarnis!icd facts 
Surpassing wildest fictions of*thc ; 

Rubbing against all people, high anti low, 

And by this contact fecling^Sclf to^grtiw 
Smaller and, less important, and therein 
Of human kindness deeper, scemg God, 

* Unto the humble dclver of the sod, ' 

And to the ruling monarch ou the throne, 

3 ;|ven hope, ambition, joy, and pain, 

And tmK all hearts hav*c fe^^Iings iij^c our owr 

Thcre%r no school that disciplines the mind, 

And broadens thought, likc^contact with mankind. 
The college-prisoned greybeard^ who has burned 
The midnight lamp, and book-bound knowledg 
t learned, * * 

^ I 

Till sciences*or classics hold no lore 
, i*Ic has not conned and studied^ o’er and o*er, 

Ts but a babe in wisdom, when ctopa^cd % 

With 8ofcc\inlcttcred vvand'rtr, who has sharid 
The hospitalities of every land j 
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Felt touch of brother in each profi-ered Hand ; 

Made man his study, ind the world his college, 

Alid gained’hia grand epitome of knowledge 
Each human being has a heart and soul, 

And self is but an atom of the whole. 

I hold he is best learned and most w’isc 
Who best and most cm love and synijMtliisc. 
IJtwk-wisdoqj giakcs 4i8 vaiif and sclf-conumcd; 

Our banded mftids go round fh little grooves; 

But constant friction with the world removes 
These iron foc^’to freedom, and we ri^e 
'Fo grander hclghti^ and, all untrammelled, find 
A better atmosphere and clearer skies; • 

And through its broadened realm, no lon^r (haiiicd, 
Thought travels freely, leaving Sc*lf behind. 
.Where’er we cjivictd to winder or to ro*^i, 

Glad letters came from Helen ; happy things, 

Like little Birds that follow on swift wing^ 

Bringing their tender aiessagcs from home. 

Her days Were poems, bcaufciiul, complete. 

I’hc rhythm perfect, and the burden aucet. 

She was 60 .happ\—happy, and 40 l^c&t. 

*My heart had foujjd contentment in that year. 
WithllicaliJj resfbrcd, my life seemed full of cheer. 
The heart of youth aturns ever to the Ifglf!; 

Sorrov^ »nd gloom may curtain it like night, 
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But, in its very anguish and unrest. 

It beats and tears the pall-like folds away, 

And Ends again the sunlight of the 6^y. i 

And yet, despite the changes without measure, 
bespite sight-seeing, round on round of pleasure ; 
Despite new friends, new suitors, still my heart 
Was conscious of a sonfething^lackins;, where 
Love once had dwclr,' and afterwar# despair. 

Now love was buried and ^espair haii flown 

f 

Before the healthful 2 e| hyrs that had blown 
From heights serene and lofty f anS the place 
•Where both had dwelt was empty, voiceless space. 
And so ^took my long-loved study, art, 
dreary vacuum in my life to fill, 

And wotkkerl^ and laboifred, with a right good will. 
Aunt Ruth and I took rooms in Rome ; while Roy 
Lingered in Scotland, with his ncw-fo#iid joy, 

A daiinty little lassie, Grace Kildare, 

Had snared him in he£ floss^, flaxen h<u^ 

And made him captive. * 

^ ^ We were thrown, by chance, 

In contact wah hc»- people while in France 
The previous season : she was wholly sweet 
\And fair and gentle ; so naive, rfk.d yet 
So wom^nlji, she was at once the pet • 

Of all our party; and, ere many days, 

W#a by her fresh face, and her artless wa^s^ 
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Roy fell a helpless captive at her feet. 

Her home was in the Highlands; and she came 
Of good olcLstpcic, of fair untarnished fame. 

Through all these months Roy had been true as steel; 
And by his every action made me feel 
He was my friend an4 brother, and no more, 

Tke same bi^-s^uled a«d trufty friend of yore. 

Yet, in my sccitt heart, I wished I knew 
Whether the love he fflt one time was dea’d, 

Or only hiddcj^* for my sake, from view. 

So when he came me one day, and said, 
The*velvet blackness of his eyes a shine * 

With light of love and triumph : “ Cousii^ mine, 
Congratulate me ! She whom 1 adore 
j^s pledged to ipe the proftiise of her ha^d; 

Her heart I have already,” I was glad 
With doubi’ft gladness, for it freed my mind 
Of fear that he, in secret, might be sad. 

I 

From March till June had left her moons behind, 
And merged her rose-red beauty^ in July, 

There was no message from m/nati^% land. 

.Then came a few brief lines, by Vivian penned**^ 
DeatlWiad been*ffear to Helen, but parsed by ; 

The danger was noy over. G6d wasikbd ; 

The mojjier and the child were both alive ; 

No otJer child was fiver known to thrive 
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As throve this one, nurse had been heard to say. 
The infant was a wonder, every way. 

And, at command of Helen, he woujd -send * 

A lock of baby^s golden hair to me. 

And did I, on my honour, ever see 
Such hair before r Helen would write, ere long : 
She gained quite slowly, but,would Soon be strong- 
Strongc^r than ever, soHhe doctors said, 

I took the tiny ringlet, golden—fair, 

Mavhap his hand had«sevcr{d from tha head 
Of his own child, and pressed it to my check 
And to my lips, and kissed it o^r a^id o*cri 
- All my maternal instincts seemed to rise, * 

And clatpour for their rights, while my wet eyes 
Rained tears upon the silkch tress of ^ir. 

The wo^ian struggled fvith her h|art before 1 
It was the mother in me now did speak, 

Moaning, like Rachel, that her babes were not, 

And crying out against her barren lot. 

Once I bemoaned the long and lonely years 
That stretchcck before me, dark with love's eclipse ; 
And thought how^my unmated heart would miss 
■^he shelter of a broad and manlj^ breast—^ » 

*Thc strong* bold arm—^thc tendehclin|;tng 4isf— 
And all ^'ut% love’i possessions^ manifold; ^ ' 

But now I wept a flood of bitter tears, ^ 

Th?nking of little heads of sWning^gold, 
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That would not on my bosom sink to rest ; 

'Of little hands that would not touch my check; 

Of little lisping voices, and sweet lips, 

That never in my listening ear would speak 
The blessed name of mother. 

Oh, in woman 

How mighty k the loye of offspring ! Ere 
tktto her ^tntau^t mind unfoli^s 

The mystVy thit is half divinft, half human, 

Of life and birtlj, the V)ve of unborn souls 
Within her, an^ the mother-yearning 9 rceps 
Through her warm^hcart, and stirs its hidden deeps, 
And'grows and strengthens with each riper year. • 


r 

Al^orms may gafher in a placid sky, ^ 

And spend their fury, and the i pass away, 
Leaving again the blue of cloudless day, ^ 
E*eti so the tempest of<ny grief passed by. 
'Twas weak to mo*»rn for wftat I had resigned, 
With the deliberate purpose of my mind, 

To my sweet friend. • 

Rclinquisiting my love, 
i gave my dearesrhope of joy to her. 

If God!} fro^i onzHh boundless store aT>ove, 
Had'chosen added biessings to confer, * • 

1 would acjoice, for her sake—not repine 
That th’ immortal traasures were nor^mine. * 
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Better my lonely sorrow, than to know 
My selfish joy had been another’s woe j 
Better my grief and my strength ctjntrol, 

Than the despair of her frail-bodied soul; 

^ Better to go on, loveless, to the end, , , 

Than wear love's rose, whose thorn had slain my 
friend. 


4 

w • ^ 

Work is the salve that heals the wounded heart. 
With will most rcsofutc I lict mytaim 
To enter on the weary race for ^ame, 

And if I failed to climb the dl^zy height, 

To reach some point of ciccllencc in art. 

f 


E’en as the Maker hejd earth incomplete, 

Till mSn was formed, and placed'upon the 
The perfect, living image of his Go^ 

All laik^iscapc scenes were lacking in my sight, 
Wherein the human figure had no paiy. 

In that, all lines of symmetry «iid meet— 

All hues of beauty mingle. So I brought 
* Enthusiasm In abundance, thought, 

Much study, an^ some talent, day by day, 


To help me in my efforts to f^tray * 

The wond'rous powor, majcst)^*and 

Stamped on some form, or Poking from sortie face. 


This was to be my specialty : To talrc^ ^ 
Human enrotion for my tkrmc, and make 
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The unassisted form divine exprr.s# 

Anger or Sorrow, Pleasure, Pain, Distress ; 

And thus to huiid Fame’s monument above 
The grave of my departed hope and love. 

This is not Genius. Genius spreads its wings 
And soars beyond itseU, or selfish things. 

Talent has need of sopping-stones : some cross, 

C cheated purpose, som% great pain or loss, 
Must lay the groundwork, arfd arouse ambition, 
Before it labours onward tO'rfruition. 

A 

But, as the lark from beds of bloom will rise 
And sail and sing among the very skies, 

Still mounting near and nearer to the light, 
Impelled alone by love of upward flight, 
^fc^Ccnius soa^s-^it does not need to clii^— 
Upon God-^iven wings, to heights sublime. 

Some sportsman’s shot, grazing the singcr’«, throat, 

■* 

Some venomous assaull^of birds of prey, 

May speeJ its fligj|t toward the realm of day, 

And tinge with triumph every liquid note. 

So deathless Genius mounts but'bighcr )ct, 

When Strife and Envy think to*4lay (ft fret. 

• 

Thcrcls n<^balk1ng Genius Only death 
Can Tsilence it, or hinder. White therc’s*iDreath 
Or 8cnje<t>f feeling, it will spurn the sod, 

And lift itself to glory, and to God. f 

^31 
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The acorn sprouted'—weeds nor flowers can choke 
The certain growth of th* uprcaching oak. 

• * . * 

Talent was mine, not Genius ; and my mind 
Seemed bound by chains, and would not leave behind 
*Its selfish love and sorrow. * ' 

^ Did J stjivc 

^ « 

To picture some emoiion, lo! hii c)es, 

Of emerald beauty, .dark as ocean (}y<!s, 

Looked from the canyas: and my bui'icd pain 
Rose from its grave, and stood byv^ne alive. 

Whatever my subject, in some J^ueCor line, 

# The glorious beauty of his face would shine.* 

So for a* time my labour seemed ift vain, 

Since it but freshened^ and made keener yet, 

The grilif my heart was striving'toTorget. ^ 

Whilehis form all strength and m?gnitude 
With grace and supple sii\£ws were entwined, 

While in his face all beauties v^re conA>incd 
Of perfect features, intellect and truth, 

.With all that*fin^ rich colouring of youth, 

How could*my b^ush portray aught good or fair 
. Wherein no fatal likeness should intrude 
^ Of him my soul had vyorshippeSv 

’ « But, at Jastt 

Setting a watch upon my unwise heartj«, 

Hiat thus \)[ould mix its sofrosir with my 
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I resolutely shut away the past, 

And made the toilsome present passing bright 
With dream? of what was hidden from my sight 
In the far distant future, when the soil 
Jhould yield me golden fruit for ail my toil, ^ 


^ ^ PART VII 

With much hard labour and some pleasure fraught. 
The months rolled by me noiselessly, that taught 
My hand to gro^/ njore skilful in its art,’ 
Strengthened my daring dream of fame, and brouglit. 
Sweet hope and resignation to my heart. 

# 

Brief letters c’amc from Helen, now and then ; 

SJirf was quite well—oh yes ! quite well, '#ideed ! 

Blit still so weak and nervous. By-and-by, 

When baby, being older, should not need ^ 

Such constat care, she avould grow strong again. 

She was as happy a%a soul cofild be ; 

No least cloud hovered in her azure sky ; 

She had not thought life held su^ depths of blisa, • 
Dear baby sent Maurinc a loving^iss, * 

Atid said she was a naughty, naughty girl, 

Not to ct>me^ome and see ma's little pearl. 

No gift of costly jewels, or of gol3, ^ * * 

Had been to precious or so dear to me, 

As each brief line whenein her joy wat^old. 


» 


17 * 
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It tightened tail,'and took the edge firotn pain, 
Knowing my sacrifice was not in vain. 

-I * 

Roy purchased fine estates in Scotland, where 

^He built a pretty villa-like retreat. 

And when the Roman Summe|f*s languid heat 

Made work a punishment/!*turned my face 

Toward the Highland!, and'with ^ov and Gr^etf 

Found rest and Freedom From all thought and care. 

* 

c 

I was a willing worker. Not an hour 
Passed idly by me : each, I wAuldrcmpIoy 
" To some good purpose, ere it glided on ' 

To swe^ the tide oF hours For ever gone. 

My first completed picture, known as.“Joy/ 

Won pleasant ^\ords of praise. “ Possesses po^e£,” 
“ Displays much talent/ “ Very fairly done.** 

So fell the comments on my grateful €ar. 

Swift in the wake of Joy, and always niar, 

Walks her sad sister Sorrow. So my brush 
Began depicting Sjrrow, heavy-eyed, 

With pallid«visage, ere the rosy flush 
ypon the beaming face of Joy had dried. 

\ The careful study of long montk% it w*on 
Golden ^pjnionse even bringing forth 
That certain sign of merit—a critique 
Which set both pieces down as daubs, and weak 
As empty h^ds that Mng their praises-^so 
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Proving conclusively the pictures* worth. 

These critics and reviewers do not use 
Their precious ammunition to abuse 
A worthless work* That, left alone, they know 
Will fin’d its proper level j and they aim 
Their batteries at rising works which claim 
«.'^o much of public notice. ^But this shot 
Resulted only fn^ome noise, which brougly * 

A dozen people, where one cajnc before, 

To view my pictures; and I had my houi 
Of holding thosc/rai^ baubles, Fame and Pow'r. 

An English Baronrwho had lived two score 
Of his allotted three score years and ten 
Bought both the pieces. He was very kincf, 

And so attentive, I, not being blind, 

M*&^t.^nderstand hi's meaning. ^ 

Therefore, when 

lie said, s 

Sw^et friend, v^om I would make my wife, 
The * Joy * and * SorJbw * this 3car hand*portraycd 
I have in my possession : now resign 
Into my careful keeping, and mak^mine^ 

The joy and sorrow of your future life,”— 

I prepared to ^wer, but delayed, 

Grown uRdccided suddenly. • ^ 

• • My mind * * 

Argued the ftutter coolly pro and con. 

And made lesolvc to speed his wooing tun 
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And grant him favour. He was good and kind j 
Not young, no doubt be would be quite content 
With my respect, nor miss an ardcKt love ; 

Could give me tics of family and home ; 

• And then, perhaps, my mind was not above % 
Setting some value on a titled name— 

Ambitious woman’s wcakb^ss! 

f * 'Rioui my art^ 

Would be encouraged and pursued the same. 

And I could spend my winters allrin kome. 

Love never more could touch my^vv'astcful heart 
That all its wealth upon one object spent. 
Existence would be very bleak and cold, 

After Iflkng years, when I g/ey and old, 

With neither home nor children. 

^ • . Once aiRwfc, 

I would forget the sorrow of my life. 

And p^le new sods upon the grave of pain. 

My mind so argued ; and«my sad heart heard, 

But made ho commtfnt. « 

Then the Baron spoke, 
•And waited ft>r my answer. All in vain 
I strove for strcn*^th to utter that one word 
^ My mind dictated. Moments rolled away— m 
' Until at fast my torpid heart awbkc, ^ ♦ 

And fo^BcW my frcmbling lijw to say him nay. 

And then my eyes with sudden tears o’«iTa% 

In pity for ipiyself and for ti^us man 
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Who stood before me,‘ lost in pained iurprise. 

“Dear friend/' I cried, “ dear generous friend, forgive 
A troubled vv'onian’s weakness! As I live, 

In truth I meant to answer otherwise. 


From out its store, my heart can give you nought 
But honout and respect; and yet me! 1;ought 
I would give willing an«vver, did you sue. 

Rut now I know 'twcrc^crueUwrong I planned— 
Taking a heaA Shat beat wlth^ove most true. 
And giving in exchange an <tmpty hand. “ 

Who weds for love alone, may not be wise : 

Who weds withc^Ut if, angels must despise. 


Love^nd respect together must combine 
To render marriage holy and divine ; 


And lack of either, sure as Fate, destroys 
Continuatior* of the nuptial .joys, 
And^rings regret, and gloomy discontent 




4 


To put to ro% each tender sentiment. 

Nay, nay 1 I will not burden all your life ^ 
By that poinession—an finlovipg wife ; 

Nor w’ill I take the^in upon my soul 


Of wedding where my heart goe^not in whole. 
However bleak iiiay be my singlg^lot, , 

I will not stain my life with such a blot. 

Dear friend, fare^U I the earth is very wide ; 
It holds 8om« fairer woman for ygur brid^; 

1 would I had a heart^to give to you. 

But, lacking it, can only say—adieu 
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He whom temptation never lias assailed. 

Knows not that aufetlc sense of moral strength ; 
When sorely tried, we waver, but at length. 
Rise up and turn away, not having failed* 


The Autumn of the third j^c^r came and went : 

s ^ , * 

The nrld Italian winter was half s^^cat, ^ 

When this brief message came across the sea ; 

“ My darling I f am ciying/' Con>e to me* 

Love, which so long the growing tfuth concealed, 

Stands pale within its shadow. ' Oh, my sweet ! 

This heart of mine grows fainter with each beat— 

Dying with very weight of hliss. Oh, come ! 

And take the legacy I leave to you, 

Before those lips for evermore are dumb. ^ • 

In life or death,—Youis, Helen Dangcrfield.** 

This plaintive letter bore a month old date ; 

And, wild with fears lest J lud come too late, 

1 bade the <X'd world ^nd new ffiends a^ieu. 

And with Aunt Ruth, who long had sighed for hon 

I» turned my back on glory, art, and Rome. 


q 1 in 

All selfish thoughts were merged one w^ld fear 
That who^ dear sake ray hcart^had bled, 

Rather than her-sweet eyes should know one tear, 
Wa^ passing from me ; that she might be dead ; 
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And, dying, had been sorely grieved with me* 
Because 1 made no answer to her plea. 

** O, ship, thalsailcst slowly, slowly on 
Make haste before a wasting life is gone! 

•Make haste that I may catch a fleeting breath ! » 

And true in life, be true e’en unto death. 

“ C\ ship, s^l«on ! aifd beat me o*cr the tjde 
To her for whom my womairs heart once died. 

Sail, sail, O*, shjp ! foB she Hath need of me, 

And I would k^ow what her last wish may be ! 

I have been true, to true, through all the past. 

Sailt sail, O, ship 1 I would not fail at last.” 

So prayed my heart still o’er and'ever o’er, ^ 

[Jy.jtil the weary lagging sh*ip reached shore. 

All sad with fears that I had come too late, 

By that straftgc source whence men communicate, 
Though miles on milc^ of space bctwecif them lie, 

J spoke \flth Vivi|n : ** Do^s she live^> Reply.” 

The answer came. “ She lives, but hasten, friend ! 
Her journey draweth swiftly to its#cnd,” 

•• • 

me ! ah me ! when eaj:h remembered spot^ 

My ojpn dear Jjonie, the lane that Icd^to his_ 

Th^ fields; the wocjds, the lakey burstytp ray sight. 
Oh! thgi, Seif rose up in asserting might; 

Oh, my burstijfg heart all else forgot, • 
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But those sweet early years of lost delight 
Of hope, defeat, of anguish and of bliss. 

I have a theory, vague, undefined, 

7'hat each emotion of the human mind. 

Love, pain or passion, sorrow or dci'pair, 

Is a live spirit, dwelling in the air. 

Until it takes posscssioifc of so^nc I rca:; ; 

And, whtn at length,'grown weary of unrc*'t. 
We rise dp strong and cast it^from the heart. 
And bid it leave us wholly, and depart, 

It does not die, it cannot die ; bit |oes 

And mingles with some restless wind that blow^s 

About the region vvhcrc it had its birth. 

^ And thou^i we wsindcr over all the earth, 

That spirit waits, and lingers, ycar^by year. 

In visible aid clothed lik.“ the air, 

Hoping that we may yet again draw ntar. 

And it m^p haply take us unaware. 

And once more find saf^ shelfcr in the brfist 
It stirred of olll with pleasure or linrcst. 

4 

«> 

Told by my heart, a^id wholly positive, 

Somf old emotion long bad ceased to live ; 

That, were it called, it could not h«»r or come. 
Because it so vmcelcss and dumb, 

Yet, passing where it first sprang into life,. 

My vtry soul has suddenly bcc^ rift 
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With all the old intensity of feeling, 

It seemed a living spirit, which came stealing 
Iigto my heart from that departed day ; 
Exiled emotiofi, which I fancied clay. 


So now into my troubled heart, above 

The present's pain aud sorrow, crept the love 

'An<J 8.rife ajd^assiorr of a f)}*g«nc hour, ^ 

Possesse4 of all their olden might and power, 

*Twas but i mtynent, gind the spell was broken 
By pleasant words of greeting, gently spoken, 

And Vivian sttfod before us. 

• But 1 saw 

In him the husband of ray friend alone. ^ 

The old emotions might at times return, 

An^ smouldering ^rcs leap tip an hour and burn ; 

But never yet had I transgressed God's Ia*w, 

By looking tih the man I had resigned, 

With any hidden feeliyg in my mind, ^ 

Which sh^ his wifj, my friend, might iiK)t have known. 
He was but little altered. From his face 
The nonchalant and almost haughtjv grace. 

The lurking laughter waiting iaithis eyes, 

'JlJie years had stolen, leaving in their place 
A settlid sadneiF, which was not despah*, 

Nor .was it gloom, i^or wearinesi^, nor 
But somejhing like the vapour o’er the skies 
Of Indian summer, b^autifulno see, 
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But spoke of frosts, which had been and would be. 
There was that itr his face which cometh not, 

Save when the soul has many a battle fought, 

And conquered self by constant sacrffice. 

'f’hcrc arc two sculptors, who, with chisels fine. 
Render t]>c plainest fcaturcr, half divine. 

All other artists strive jftid strive in yayi, 

To picture beauty perfect and complete. 

Their statues only cruiflble 9i their^feef, 

Without the master tuuch of Faiih'aad Pain 
And now his face, that perfect siemtd before, 
•Chiselled by these two careful artists, wore 
A look exalted, which the spirit gives 
• When soul has conquered, and the body lives 
Subservient to its bidJin|. 


In a room 

Which curtained out t^ie February gloomf 
And, redolcnt'with perfume, bri^t with flowers, 
Rested the eye like «ne of Summer’s bowers, 

I found my I^elcn.^dm was less mine now 
Than Death's ; for on the marble of her brow 
\iis* cal was ^tamped indelibly. ^ ^ ^ 

^ ' Her form 

• M 

Was like the slender willow, when some storm 
Hat gripped it bare ofjoliage.^ Her face, 
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Pale aiwaya, now was gh^p^tlyin its hne : 

And, like two tamps, in some^ark, hollow place, 
Burned her large eyes, grown more intensely blue, 
fter fragile* hfinds displayed each cord and vein, 

And on her mouth was that drawn look, of pain 
WhicB is not uttered. Yet an inward light 
Shone through and made her wasted features bright 
With an unearthl]^ Beiuty ; and an a\ve 
Crtpt o’er mey gazinj on hcr^^ for I saw ^ 

She was so near to Heaven that I seemed, 

To look upon ahe fa(^ of one redeemed. 

She turned th| brilliant lustre of her tycs 
U^on me. She fiad passed beyond surprise. 

Or any strong emotion linked with clay. 

But as r glided to her where she lay, j» 

A smile, edestial in its sweetness, wreathed 
H#r pallid fcatul'es. ‘‘Welcome homcl^^she breathed. 
“Dear hands ! dear lips! 1 touch you and rejoin 
And like the dying echo of a voice * 

Were her faint loncsoihat thrilled upon my car. 


1 fell upon my knees beside her bed ; 

All agonies within my heart were we^d, 

While to the aching numbness of my grief, 
"^tne eyes refused the sola*cc of a tear— 

The torturedtoul’s most merciful relief. 

Her wasted hand Are. scd my bcuded*^cad 
For oue*$ad, sacred moment. Then she sai(^ 
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In that low tone so like the wind's refrain, 
*‘Maarine, my own ! give not away to pain ; 

The time is precious. Ere another daxvn , 

My soul may hear the summons and jJass on. 

Arise, sweet sister ! rest a little while, ^ 

Aiid when refreshed, come hither, 1 grow weak 
With every hour that passes. * I must speak 
And make my dying wishes known to-n ght. 

Go now.'^ And in the halo of her smite, * 
Which seemed to f.ll th^ room w'ith golden liglit, 

I turned and left her. ? 

Later, in^:he gloom 
bf coming night, I entered that dim room, 

And sat dov/n by her. Vivian held her hand : 
And on the pillow at her side there smHcd 

The beauteous count'nancc of a sleeping child, w 

\ 

“Maurinc,^” spoke Helen, “for three bft&sful years* 
My heart lfi.s dwelt in an cnc^ianted land ; 

.And I have dr^^ik the sweetened <^up of joy, 
Without one drop of anguish or alloy. 

An^i so, ere Pain<.embitters it with gall, 

Or sad-eyed Sorrow 4i!ls it full of tears, 

And bids me qualf, whicij is the fate of all 
V'^ho linger Ityng upon thU troubled way, 

God takes mm^to the»realra of Eudlesa Day 
To mingle with His angels, who alone 
Can ufidersiand such blvss as I j^avc known 
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I do not murmur. Gud has heaped my measure. 

In three short years, full to the brim with pleasure ; 
And, from *th^ fulness of an earthly love, • 

1 pass to th* Immortal Arms above, 

Bcfor4 I.even brush the skirts of Woe. 


“ I leave my aged parents here below, 

Wkh nonc 40 'i'omfort them.; Maurine, sj^cct friend I 
Be kind to them, and love them to the ci^d. 

Which may noa be faJt distant. 


And I leave 

A soul immortal in your charge, Maurine. 
From this most holy, sad and sacred eve, 

Till God shall claim her, she is yours lo^kccp, 
To love and shelter, to protect and guide.** 

Sha touched the slumb'ring cherub at her side. 
And Vivian gently bore her, still asleep. 

And laid the precious burden on my bre^^t. 


# 



A solemn silcnccCell upon the sccnef 
And when the sleeping infant #milcd, and pressed 
My yielding bosom with her waxed check, • 
I felt it would be sacrilege to speak, * 

Sfbeh wordless joy possessed me. 

* m *’ Oh! at last 

This infant, who, ill that tear-l>lotted ^st, 

Had cauftd my soul such travail, was my own : 
Through all the lon<#y coming years jo be 



MAURINE 



Mine own to cherish—wholly mine alone. 
And what 1 mourned so hopelessly as lost 
Was now restored, and given back to# me. 


The dying voice continued : 

‘Mn this child 

You yet have me, whose mortal life cost. 

* ■ * * * 
But all tnat was mosfpure and undehlcd, 

And good within me, lives iij her a^aim 

Maurine, my husband loves me ; yet 1 know. 

Moving about the wide world, t« at^^fro, 

4And through, and in the busy haunts of men, • 

Not always will his heart be dumb with woe. 

But somethne waken to a later love. 

Nay, Vivian, hush ! my i-oul has passed above ^ 

All selfish ieelings ! I would have it so. 

While I am with the angeb, blest andaglad, 

I would nV have you sorrowing and sad, 

In loneliness mourning to the end. • 

But, love! I could not trust to any other 

The sacred office of foster'inother 

To this sweet;chcr^J), save my own heart-friend 


'‘Teach her*to love her fathcr^s naifie, Ij^aulHne, 
Where'er Hbwanders. Keep my memory greftn 
In her young heart, and lead her in her ytuthi 
To dS'ink from th' ctcfnal fbu«:t of Truth : 
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Vex her not with secUrian dbcoursc, 

Nor strive to teach her piety by force; 

Pfy not her tnyid with harsh and narrow creeds, 
Nor frighten her with an avenging God, 

% Who rtilcjs His objects with a burning rod ; 

But teach her that eagh mortal simply needs 
To grow in hate of hase and love of love, 

To gain a kingdom in^the cStirts above. , 

“ Let her be free and naturai as the flowerS, 

• * 

That smile and nod throughout the summer hours 
Let her rejoice4n %}I the joys of youth, 

But^rst impress upon her mind this truth : 

No lasting happiness is e’er attained 

Save when the heart some other seeks to ^easc. 

The cup of selfish, plcasuresi soon is drained. 

And full of gall and bitterness the Iccs. # 

Next to her Qod, teach her to love her land ; 

In her young bosom light the patriot's 
Until thedieart within^er shall expand 
With love and fervour at her country’s name. 

^ No coward-mother bears a valiant son. 

And this, my last wish, is an earnest one. 

• • 

Maur&e, jny^*cr-taxed strength is waning ; you 
Have "heard my wishes, and you will be^ue 
In death at you have been in life, my own 1 
Now leave me for a liitle while alone ^ 



MAURINE 


420 

With him—my husband. Dear lyvc ! I shall rest 
So sweetly with no care upon* my breast. 
Good-nightg Maurinc, come to me Jn the morning. 


But lo! the Bridegroom with no further warning 
Came for her at the dawning of the dity. 

She heard His voicc^&nd smiled, ayd passed away 
Without a struggle. 

'Leaning o*er her bed 
7'o give hey greeting, I found but her clay, 

And Vivian bowed beside it. ' ^ 

And I said, ' 

“ Dear friend ! my soul slut 11 treasure thy request, 
And when the night of fever and unrest 
Melts in the morning 6f Eternity, 

Like a freed bird, then I will come to thee. 

iP 

« 

“I will come to thee in the morning, tvcct 1 

4 f ^ 

I have been true ; and soul witli soul shall meet 
Before God's throife, and shall not be afraid. 

Thou gav’st.mc trust, and it was not betrayed. 

«: *- 

“ I will come to thee m the mDrnlihg,,^^^ ^ 

The night'U dark. I do not know how ncaf 
Thj morn may be of that Eternal Day f 
I ca9 but k^p my faithful #atch and pray. 
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« I will cotnc to thee in iKe morning, love I 
Wait for me on the gternal Heights above. 

TJhc way is .troubled where gjy feet must climb. 

Ere I shall tread the mountain-top sublime. 

“ I will come in the morning, O mine own ; 

But for a time must grope my way alone, 

Through tears^nd sorrow, fiB the Day shall dawn, 

An<f r shall tiear the summons', and pass o^. 

<1 

« 

• * ^ I 

“ 1 will come irt the morning. Rest secure . 

My hope is ceftaift and my faith is sure. 

Afi?r the gloom and darkness of the night 
1 will come to thee with the morning light.” 

* . . # ♦ ♦ 

Thve peaceful yftars slipp^i silently away. 

We dwelt together in my childhood’s home, 

Aunt Ruth and I, and^sunny-hearted M^. 

She was a fair an^most exquisite chi^l; 

Her pensive face was delicate a^d mild 

Like her dead mother’s ; but through her dear eyes 

Her father smiled upon me, day*>y ds^. 

A^t in foreign countries did he roam, • 

Now under Italy’s h^lue skies. 

And now with Roy in Scotland.* ^ 

^ And he sent 

Brief, friendly lettcn^elling%here he went 
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And what he $avv, addressed to or rac, 

And I would write and tell him how she grew— 
And how she talked about, him o’er the,sea t 

In her sweet baby fashion; how sheltnew 
His picture in the album ; how each day ^ 

S'tie knelt and prayed the blessed Lord would bring 
Her ow'n papa back to his little May. 

It was a ‘warm bright* h\ornlng in the Sj>nng. ' 

I sat in that same sunn}; portico, 

Where I was sitting seven years agd 
When Vivian came. My eyes werq full of tears, 
^As I looked back across the checkered years. , 
How many were the changes they had brought! , 
Pain, deat*b, and sorrow I but the lesson taught 
To my young heart had„becn of untold worth. 

I had learned how to “ suffer and grow strong — 
That knowledge which best serves us j^cre on e-..'th, 
And brin^^s reward in Heaven. 

^ ^Oh 1 hrfV long 

The years had becn^since that June morning when 
I heard his step upon the walk, and yet 
I seemed to hear motcho still. 

, . Just then 

Down that same path I turned my (Qves, ic»r*wct. 
And lo 1 thpfc wanderer from a JoTclgn land . 
Stood there before me I—holding out histhand 
AndSmiling with those wont^rous eyes of oId« 
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To hide my tears^ I ran and brought his child ; 

But she was shy, and clung to dre, when told 
Xhis was papa, for whom her prayers were said. 

She dropped Jicr eyes and shook her little head. 

And would not by his coaxing be beguiled, 

Or go to him. • 

Aunt Ruth was not at home, 

And we two sat and i^lked^as strangers might, 

Of distant countries which We both had seen. 

But once !• thought I saw Ifis large eyes light 

® fc ^ 

With sudden passion, when there came a pause 
In our chit-chat,^nd then he spoke ; 

“ Maurinjp/ 

1 saw a number of your friends in Rome. 

We talked of you. They seemed surprfted, because • 
You were not 'mong the seekers fora name. 

They thought your whole ambition wa^for fame.*’ 

• 

“ It might have been,’’ I answered, “ w^en my heart 
Had nothing else to nil it. Now mv art 

** 0 V 

Is but a recreation. I have thh 

To love and live for, which I liad ^ot then.** 

And, leaning down, I pressed ^tender kiss 
IJpon my child’s fair bro^v. 


. ^ And he said, 

The old Jight leaping to his eyes again, 

“ Aad yet, Maurine^ they my you might ha»c wed 
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A noble Baron I one of many men 

Who laid their hearts and fortunes at your feet. 

Why Won the bravest of them no return ‘ 

1 bowed my head, nor dared his gaze to meet 
On cheek and brow I felt the red bjood buni^ 

And strong emotion strangled speech. 

, f He rose 

And came and knelt beside me. , 

^ ‘ “ Sweet, my sweet 

He murmured softly, “*God jn Hejven*knows * 
How well I loved you seven years rgo. 

He only knows my anguish, and !.iy*grief, 

W|e\i your own acts forced on me the belief * 
That I had been your plaything and your toy. 

Yet from his lips I since have learned that Roy 
Held no place nearer thhn a friend and brothe^. 
And then a faint suspicion, undefined, 

Of what had been—was—might be, sirred my mi 
And that gfcat love, I thought died at a blow, 
Rose up within me, strong wdth l^opc and^ife* 

4 

“ Before all hciw/cn and the angel mother 
Of this sweetchild^hat slumbers on your heart, 
Maurlne, Maurinc, I cl^im you for my wife— • 
^ Mine own, for ever, unt]l death shalj part I* 

Through happy mists of upward welling tears, 

I leaited, and looked iBto his.^autcous eyes, * 
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H Dear heart,** I said, ** if she,who dwells above 
Looks down upon us, from y^ivazure skies, 

SLhc can bijt bless us, knowing all lihe^e years 
My soul had'yearned in silence for the love 
That;crowned her life, and^left mine own so bleak. 
1 turned yoif'Tfom me for her fair, frail sake. * 
For her sweet child^ and for my own, I take 



Just then the child upon tify breast awoke 
From her light sleep, and laid her downy check 
Against her ffith%r as he knelt by me. 

And this unconscious action seemed to be 
A silent blessing, which the mother spoke 
Gazing upon us from the mystit shoref 
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DUST-SEALED 


I 


DbW-SEALED 


I KNOW not wherefore, but mine eyes 
See bloom, where other eyes see blip,lir. 
They find a rainbow, a sunrise, ^ 

Where others but discern deep night. 

< f 

Men Cjall me an enthusiast, 

And say I look through igiIded, hayc : 
Because where’er my gaze is 

I sec something that calls foPprat'e. 


153V, V*Behold those lo' :)y eye«-'- 
That tinted check of‘flower-like grke/* 
They answer in amused surprise : 

** We*tbought it a common face." 

t 

I 

1 say, Was ever seen mofc fair ? . , 

I seem walk in Eden’s bolvc’?/* 

They answer, with a pitying air, 

^ * f 

‘‘The wpeds arc choking out the flowers/* 

[ know nt)t whercfurCj but God icyii 
A deep^. vijia> to my sigl|t. 

On whatsoe’er my gaze h bent 
Ir catch the beiuty Infi ’ii^c ; 
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That andeslying, hidden half 
That all things hold o^eity. 

So let the dull crowd sneer and laugh— 
Their eyes arc blind, they cannot see; 



<**ADVJCE” 

I MUST do as you ? Your waj* I own 
Is a vary godd way. And still, 

There arc^ometimes two straight roads to a town, 
^ One over, one under the hill. 

You are treading the safe and the w#ll-\vorn w'avf 
That the j>rudent ttoose each time ; 

* And you think me reckless and rash to-day, 
Bccai^c I prefer to climb, ^ 

• 

« 

© 

Youf .path is thc^ight one, and so is m nc 
We arc ndl like peas in a pod^ 

Compelled to lie in a cerAin line, 

Or else be scattered abr''-'*^ * 

‘Tjjwerc a dull old wofld, methinky, my fnend, 

If We ftl went just one way ; 

Ycr our paths will meet no douWat the end, 
Tliough they lead ap^rt to-day. 
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You like the shade, and 1 like tho>$un ; 

You like an pace, 

I like to mix with the crowd and run, 
And then rest after the race. 


'I like danger, and storm and strijcT 
You like a peaceful time^ 

1 like the passion and^surga of lifcj, 

I Yod like its gcnd\ rhyme. * 

You like ljuttcrcups, dewy sweeL, 

And crocuses, framed in snoi/ 

I like roses, born of the heat, 

And the red carnation’s glow, 

I must live my life, not yours, my friend, 
For sc^-it was written down ; 

# 

We mi^st follow our given paths to the end 

But I Irusc we shall mcot—in town, * 

* * 


OVER THE BANISTERS 

C *VVER the banistew bends a face, 

-/ Daringly sweet-and beguiling, t 
Somebody? stanjd/^in careless,|irace 

watching the picture, smiling. * 
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The light binrns dim in the hall below. 
Nobody sec? her standyi^ • 
paying gOMod-night again, soft and low, 
Halfway ftp to the landing* 

NofKjdy oijiy the eyes of brown. 

Tender and full*of meaning, 

That smile on thcTaircst face in town, 

0 i, 

• Over the Danibters Icani^. 

Tired and sleepy, with drooping head, 

I wonder why she lingers; 

Now, when*th^* good-nights all arc said, 

* Why, somebody holds her fingers. 
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He holds her fingers and draws her down, 
Suddenly growing bofder. 

Till the loose hair drops its masses br|?)wn 
Like a iisantlc over his shoulder. 

Over She banisters soft hands, fair, 

Brush his checks like a feather, ^ 

And bright brown tresses and du^ky hair 
Meet and mingle togethej;^ • 

^Theje’s a question asked* there's a swift caress, 
She has ftown like a bird f^om hallway, 
But over the baiflaters drops a Ycs}'* 
jThat shall brighten tiic^world for him 4^ay. 



THE PAST 
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THE PAST 

I FLING my past behind niclikc a robe 

Worn threadbare in the seams, and owl of da^^Q.. 
I have outgrown it. Wherefor^hould I weep 
And dwell upon its beauty, and its dyes 
Of Oriental splend<*ur, or compiain 
Thaf I must needs discard ic ? 1 can weav*c 

Upon the shuttles hf thc^fiuurc years 
A fabric far more durable. Sviliducd, 

It may be, in the b’ending o^its^hues, 

Where sombre shades commingle, yet the g^cara 
Of golden warp shall $\cx>t it through and through, 
While'over all a fadeless lustre lies, . 

And starred with gems made qpt of crystalled tears, 

t A 

My nc^v robe sha 1 be richer than the old. 


SFXRSTS 

T hink* not aomc knowledge rests with thee 
alone j 

Why, cvcin Go^'s stupendous secret, Death, 

\Vc one by one, with our expiring breath, ^ 

Do pale with w'ondcr seize and maJ^e our •wn ; 

The boson 4 "d trc^su.es* of the^carth aife shovyn. 
Despite her careful hiding ; and thc^nfr 
Uields its my6icri(||U3 niarvcls in despair 



APPLAUSE 


Xa swell the nVlghty store<houac of things known. 
In vain the sea expost ulatcs^^d* raves ; 

Jt cannot.cover from the keen world’s sight 
The carioul wonders of its coral caves. 

And sPi despite thy caution or thy tears. 

The prying ffngers of detective years 
Shall drag secret out into the light. 


ApPLAtlSE 

I HOLD it ot^ of the sad ccrtui.r laws 

Which makes our failures sometime seem more kind 
Than that success which brings sure loss behind— _ 

True greatness dies, when sounds the worid's applause • 
Fame blights the object it wpuld bless, because 
Weighed down with men’s expccrancy, the mind 
Can no mor^soar to these far heights, Ind find 
That freedom which its jnspi 'ation was. 

When oncy wc listen tcfics noisy cheers 
Or hear the poptflacc’ approval, then 
We catch no more the music of the spheres, 

Or walk with gods, and angels, bu*t with men, 

’Fill, impotent from our sclf-conscflous tears. 

The? plaudits of the world ttfrii into sneers, * 



THE STORY 





STORY 


« » 

T hey met each other in the glaflc'— 

She lifted up her eyes; 

Alack the day I Alack the maid ! 

She blushed in swift surprise! 

Alasi alas! the w^e that come'' from lifting up the eyes. 

The pail was full, the pith was steep— • 

He reached to her his hand ; 

She felt her warn^ young pulses lc^p,<» 

But did not understand. 

'^las! alas! the woe that comes from clasping hand 
with blind. 

q 

She sat besi<je him in the wood— ' 

He wooed with words and sighs j # 

Ah ! love fi) Spring seems sweet and good, 

And maidens are not wise. * . « 

Alas! alas! the'woe that comes fro'hi listing lovers’sighi, 

» I 

' I 

The summer «in shppc fairly down, 

Thf wind blew from the south ; 

As blue eyes gazed iii^ eyes of Brown, 

His kiss fellwDn h^r mouth. 

Alas I alas! the woe that cobes from jcissci oa the 
, msjuth 



. LEAN DOWN +^3 

And now the autumn time is^ar, 

The lover roves away, ^ 

With breakirrg heart and falling tear, 

She sits the livelong day. 

Alas! %lasl for breaking hearts when lovers r^vc 
away, . . 

V LKA^I Dew^ 


L ^EAN down and lift me*higher, Josephine! 

4 From the fetcrnal Hills hast thou not seen 
How I do striv# fqf heights? but lacking wings, 

I carinot grasp at once those better things 
To which I in my inmost soul aspire. 

Lean down and lift me higher. 

i 

1 grof»c along—not desolate or sad, 

For youth and^ope and health all keep Jieglad ; 

But too bright sunlight^ometimes, makes^us blind^ • 
And I doigTope for heights I cannot rtndf? 

Oh, thou must knd^v my one supreme^lcsirc—• 

Lean down and lift mc^higher. * 

Not long ago we trod the sclf-stlftie way, 

Thftu knowest how, from dsy to fleeting day 
Our souts w^roivexed with trifles, and our feet 
Were lured Iside to iJ^paths whi8h seemed sweet, 

But only sfryed to hinder and to tire : 

Lean “own" and lift mf4iighcr. 
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Thou hast gone ori^ard to ihc heights serene. 

And left me here; n!ij^;;.lovcd one, Josephine ; 

I am content to stay until the end. 

For life is full of promise ; but, myVriend, 

Canst thou not help me in my best desire 
And lean, and lift me higher ? ” 

Frail as thou wert, th9u hast grown strong and wise, 
And qQick to understand and sympathize 
With all a full soul's ifecds. It must be so, 

Thy year w'ith God hath made rhee great, J^know 
Thou must sccihow I struggle ajidiispirc— 

Oh, warm inc with a breath of heavenly fire. 

And lean, and lift me higher. 


LIFE 

I FF.F.L tlie great immensity of lire. 

All ILtle alms slip froi& me, and I reach 
My yearning soul toward the Iipfinite. ‘ 

As when a mighty forest, whose green leaves 
Have shut it iii, and made it seem a bower 
For loi'crs’ iecretsk or for children’s sports, 
Ca»;ts all its clustering /oliage to the winds, 
And lets the eye behold it, limitieui;, ^ 

And fall aff winding mystcricft^of ways : 

So now with life that reaches out before. 
And"borders on the hncxpl^'ned Beyond. 



ri^E CHRISTIAN’S NEW YEAR PRAYER 4(65 
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4 

I see the ifars above me, ^forld on world ; 

I hear the awful langua^of all Spjicc j 
• I feel tl\t! distant surging of great seas,. 

That hide*the secrets of the Universe 
I 4 their eternal bosoms; and 1 know 
That 1 a*Q but an atom of the Whole. 

THE CHRISTIAN’S N^ YEAR PRAYER 

* 

T ldOU Christy of mine, Thy gracious car low 
bending 

Through these %iad New Year day^, 

To cat5h the countless prayers to heaven ascending— 
For e’en hard hearts do raise 
Some secret wish for fame, or gold, or power. 

Or freedom from all care— 

Dear, patient Christ, who listeneth hour oii|hour. 

Hear now a Cliristian's prayer. 

Let this youSg year jjiat, silent, walks bciiJc me, 

Be as i means of grace 
To lead me up, no matter what betid* me, 

Nearer the Master’s face, • 

If it njjcd be that ere I reach ^hc Fountain 
Where lh^in| ijaters play, “ 

My feet< should ble^ from sharp ff|iies on the 
mountain, 

Thenicast them in my^ay. 



43* IN THE NIGHT, 

« 

If my vain soul need^blows and bitter lossca 
To shape it for Thy V^wn, 

Then bruise it, burn it, burden it with crosses, 

I 

With sorrows l|ear it down. 

Do, what Thou wilt to mould me to Thy pleasure, 

And ifi should complain, . 

Heap full of anguish yet anotlver measure 
Until I^smile at pain^t * 

Sci^d dangers—deaths! but tell me hovv to dare them ; 

Enfold me in Thy care. , * 

Send trials, te;^rs! but gi^^e me strength to bear them— 
This is a Christian’s prayer. » ^ 


IN THE NIGHT 

( 

S ometimes^ at night, when I sit and write, 

I,hear the strangest things,— 

As my brj^in grows hot wisji burning thought, 

That Struggles for form aSd wings, , i 

1 can hear tfte beat of my swift *blood’s feet, ,.. 

, ^8 it speeds jA'ith a rush and a whir 

From heart to brain and back again, 

Like a racc-horSe under the spur, 

* 

With my soul’s fine eai Misien andjityir 
The tenfer SilSnee speak,^ 

As it leans on the breast of Night to rerfi:, 

And presses his dusky chttk* 
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. IN THE NIGHT 

And the darkness turns in its sl^cp, and yearns 
For something that is kina^ 

And I hear the hiss of a scorching kiss, 

As it folds and fondles Sin. j 

• 

In its hurrj'in| race through leagues of space, 

I can hear the Eartl^ catch breathy 
As it heaves an(| moans, and^hudders and groans, 
Ah^ longs Ifor the rest of rfeath. \ 

AncLhigh and far, from a disknt star, , 

Whose name is unknown to me, 

I hear a voice tbat^'^ays, ** Rejoice, j 
F<>r 1 keep ward o’er thcc !” ' 

Oh, sweet and strange arc the sounds thaia range 
Tiwough the chambers oi the night; 

And the watcher w^ho waits by the dim, dark gates 
May hear, iyic lists aright. * 


A l&ARCH SNOW 

L et the old snow be covered wflh the new : * 

The trampled snow, so s5ilcd, aiid stained, and 
* sodden. • * 

Let it be hi(y«u wholly from our view 

By pure white all trackfts? andi untrodden. 

When Wiifrer dies, low at the sweet Spring's feet. 

Let hfm be mantled ixm clean, white sheet. 



4^8 PHILOSOPHY 

Let the old life be covered by the new ; 

The old past lifdi so full of sad mistakes, 

Let it be wholly hidden from thc«vicw * 
By decds^s white and silent as snow-flakes, 
, Ere this earth life melts in the eternal.Sfftring 
Let the white mantle of rcpenrj'ncc fling 
Soft drapert about it, fold on fcid, 

Evep as the new covers uj the old. ^ 


PHTLOSOPIdY* 

« 

A t morn the wise man walked abroad, 

« Proud with tiic learning of great fools. 
He laughed and said, ‘‘There is no God— 
'Tis force creates, 'tis reason rules/’ » 
Mcek^with the wisdom of great faith, 

Av night he knelt wjj^ile angels smiled, 

And wept and cried wiA anguished fercath, 

•* JehtNah, save Thc^j my child/^, 


I * 

"CARLOS ** 

i 

L ast c ight^I kncU low at my*lafly’s feet. 

One soft, caressing hUnd played with my hair, 
Aal one I kissed aiyi fondled. Kneeling t^crc, 

1 deemed^my meed ofc? a^inc&s complete, 



“CARLOS” 


She was so fair, so fall of vvitclfing wiles— 

Of fa^Linuring tricks of rnoj^th and eye ; 
Sc^womanl)Mvithal, but not too shy— 

And all my heaven was compassed Jy her smiles 

t 

Her soft toufh on my cheek and forehead sent, 

Like little arrows, thylls of tenderness 

■ 

Through all my frame; I|rcml)led with excess 
Of 16vc, an(Psighed the sigh of great content. 

a 

wSen any raorAi dares to so rejoice, 

I think a jcalo^ Heaven, bending Jpw, 

Reaches a stern hand forth and dells a blow. 

Sweet through the dusk I heard my lady’s voice. 

a 

0 

“ My love!” she sighed, “my Carlos!” even now 
I feed the perfumed zephyr of her breath 
Bearing to me those words of living deikh, 

And starting out the cojd drops on my bw;w. 

I ' $ 

For I am Tau/^ —Carlos! Who i^he 
That, in the supreme hour of^iove’s delight, 

Veiled by the' shadow.^ of the falliiTg night, 

She should breathe low his nafiiw, ior|ctting me I 

• • 

Twill nt)Msk jicr ! *twcrc a fruitless taU, 

For, woman-like, would make m?*l^lieve 
Some welttold talc ; and sigh, and sccm to grieve 
And call me cruel, l^y, 1 tvill not ask. ^ 



•• CARLOS " 


But this man Carloli, whosoe’er he te. 

Has turned my cup of^ectar into gall, 

Since I Itnot^ he has claimed some one* or all 
or these deligh|i my lady grants to me. 

He must have knelt and kissed her, itS some sad 
And tender twilight, when the day grew dim. 

How else could I remifd hdr so of Hni ? 

Why, reveries like these have made men mad! 

' f 

* 

/ I % 

He must have felt her soft hand on his brow, 

a. 

If Heaven w'cre shocked at ^^sufh presumptuot 
wrongs, V < 

^^And plunged him in the grave, where he l>clongs, 
StiU she rimembers^ though she loves me now. 

And if he dives, and meets me to his cost, ^ 
Why, whdt avails it I I must hear and see 
< That curst name ** Car]o&,^aUvays haunting me— 

fin ha«! anftfhrr Par.idise hrt4\ Iryit* „ 


LA MORT irAMOUR 

lS * * 

♦ ^ 

T r^HEN was it thflt love died i We wore sc 

VV fond, 

So very ^fond. a‘•little while^ago. 

With leaping pulses, and Blood all agh>w. 

We 5rcamcd about aWcette life beyond. 
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« 

t 

• When we should dwell togcihcf- as one htart, 

And scarce could wait that happy time to come. 
Now side by side we sit^ith lipi quite dumb, 

And feel ourselves a thousand mil|s apart. 

How*was it that love died ? I do not know. 

m 

1 only know that‘all its grace untold 
Has faded into gr^yj I miss tlie gold 
Frojp our d^ll skies; but ^ not see it gg>. 

• 

^^hy should lo){,c dieJ We prized it, I am sure ; 
We thought*of notliing else when h was ours; 
We cherishlds<it in smiling, su^it bowers: 

It was our all { why could it not endure ? 

Alas, we know not how, or when, or wliy 

This dear thi:ig died* We onlv know it went. 
And left us dull, cold, and indifferent; 

We who fouiM heaven once in each other’s sigh. ^ 

0 I 

How pffiful it island yet how true 
Tliat half the lovers in the world, one day. 

Look questioning in each otherls eyes this way 

And knovv love’s gone forevc’:;, as wbido. 

c 

Sometimes I cannot help l^ut think, dear keart, 

As 1 loJk Ibut o’er all the wi^e, sad earth 
And see love’s ifaftic gone out on mlny a hearth, 
Th|t those who would keep love must dweH apart. 



LOVE’S SLEJir 
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«LOVE’S SLEEP 

y (Ver» tie Socidtc) 

E’LL cover Love witii noses,' 
^nd sweet sle^ he uke 
None hut a fool^supf^oscs 
.•Love always’kecpi awake. • 

I’ve known 3ovc^ without number — 
True loves were they, arfd tried ; 
And just|for want of slumbe| 

They pkned away and ^ied. 


% * 

Our love was bright and cheerful 
4 little wikilc agonc ; * 

No#v he is pale and tearful, 

, And—yes, I’ve seen him fawn. 

Soli red is he of kissp 
Th^; he can only weejv; 

The one dear* thing he misses 
And Idngs for now is sleep. 

Wc pould not lef him leave us 
On® time, he was so dear, « • 

But'now itVould not «ficve us 
If he slept half a j ear. 



LOVE’S SLEEP 
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For h'c has had lus season, 

• f 

Like the lily and the rose, 

And it but stands to reason 
That he should want rcpbse. 

w. »nips 4a 

Wlio made our days so bright; 
But he has g|;own so stupid 
WC;gladly Say ^od-night. 

Anft if he wakens tender 
*And fond, and fair as when 
He filled our lives with splendour 
• Weili^akc him back a|ain. 


And should he never waken, 

• As that perchance may be, 
We wil' not weep forsaken. 
But sing, ** Love, tra*la-lec 


TRtA CULTURE ’ 

• % 

T he highest culture is to speak no 

The best reformer is the man whose eyes 
Are quick to sec all beauty ar d all tvorth ; 

Ikud Jjy his own discreetf well-ordered life,' 
Alone rcfrtyvcs the erring. 

^ ^ When thy gaze 

Turns in on thine own soul, be most severe. 



THE VOLUPTUARY 
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t 

]3ut whcn^it falls up^n a fcllovv-man^ ‘ 

Let Wndliness control it ; and refrain 

From that belittling cei^sure that springs forth 

From common lips like weeds from marshy soil.^ 


TllE VOLUPyUARY 

f , . 1' 

O H, 4 am sick of lo^e reciprocated, 

Of hopes fulfilled, aml^iion^ gratified. 
Life holds no,thing to be anticipated, 

And I am sad^rom being satl^fee^ 


eager joy felt climbinf up a mountain 
Has left me now the hjghest point is gained. 

The crystal^spray that fell from Farmers fair fouiitain 

Was sweyer than the waters were when drained. 

' m 

t ♦ --*** ijk 

The gilded i^pple which the vitorld calls pleasure, 

And which I^urchascd with my ^uth and strength, 
Pleased me a moment# But the empty treasure 
' Lo$^ill its lustre, and grew dim at length* 

f t 

f 

And We, all glowing with a golden glory, 

Delighted me a season with its tale.,.^ # 

It pleated thj^ fi>ngfli>t, but at la^tcthe story, 

So ou repeated, to my heart grew stale, * 



THfe VOLUPTUARY 


I. I lived for selt^ and all I asked|Was givctv» 

I have had all, and now am sick of bliss, * 

No other punishment designed by Heaven^* 

TCould stfik^ me half so forcibly^as thisf 

I fcei.no sense of aught J)ut encr/ation 
^ In all thf joys my selfish aims have brought, 
AnJTknow no wish ^ut for annihilation, 

SincetJvan«ouId givenm freedom from the thought 

• •’ t 

Oh, blest is he who has some aim defeated ; 

*Somc mightf losa^o balance all his gain. 

For him ihcr^is a hope not yet'ynnpleted ; 

For him ha#h*life yet draughtsof joy and pain. 


joy and pain. 


But cursed is he who has no balked ambiiior 
No hopeless hope, no loss beyond repair, 

Bu| sick and sated with complete fruition, 

Keeps not the pleasure even of despair. 

THE^^CDSUETTE 

A lone sit# sac with her accusi^ig nearc, 

That, like a restless tomrade, frigli^ied sleep, 
And every thought that found hei^ left a dar^ • • 

That hurt her to, she could ^ot cfen weep, 

• • 

Her heart that once had Been a cup well filled 

With loV^s red wine, save for sojjie drops of gall, 
She knew was em^ } though it had «ot spille4 
^ts sweets for one, but wasted them on all. 
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she stoodjupon the |^rave of her deaj truths . ^ 

Am saw her soul's bright armour red with rusti 
And itWw that, all the ^ches of her youth 
Wcr^Ocad apples, crumbling jrtto dust. ^ 

Love that had turned to hkter, biting scorn,** 

hfcarthstoncs despoiled, and •homes made dwolat^- 

Made her cry oirt that she wa« ever oorn 

• % 

To loathe her beautvi^and to cursc her fate. 


LIPPO 


N OW we must part, my Inppo. Even so, 

^ J grieve to see thy sudden pained sunrise ; 

Gaze not on me with such weeusing ^ cs— 

’Twas thine wn hand which dt.alr dear Lo'.e's^dcath- 
blotv. 


1 loved thee i^ndly yesterday. •Till then . 

Thy heart was li4ie,a covered goldcrfcup 
^j^ays^Dve my eager lip held up. 

I fancied thou wert^not as other men. 

t « 

I 

knew that heart was filicch with Love’s 8 wect 4 wiiie, 
" Pressed wholly fgr my drinking. And lip 
Grew parched^ith tltirscing for necured aip 
•LAf wKat. denied me. seemed a dnught divine. 



LIPPO 


V • 

. Laft evenings m the gloaming, f hat cup skilled 
ItS'firccious contents^ Even to the lees ^ 
Were offered to me, sayingi “ Drink of thesf I*’ 
And, when 7 |aw it empty, Love vks killOT. 
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No wofd«^itfs left unsaidf no act undone 
‘Ttw^rovc to me thou were my abj^cct slave. 

Ah 1 Love, hadsi tho*ii been wise enough to save 
On® little drop of that wine—but jrie — 

1 still had lovcJf longing fq^it then. 

Bur even thc^y is mine.* I lool wrJiin, 

Aitd find it holds no: one last dr<|p to win, 

And cast it down.-~TKuu art as other men.' 


LIFE IS LOVE 


I S a^'one sad in ilie world, I vvonac^? 

Does anyoge weep on a day like this, 

Wttk the sun above and the^eeri earth under 
Why, what is life but a dreamiof bliss • 


Vplih she sun and the skitfs and the birds abftve me, 
Birds tifhwsing as ificy wheel and fly— 

With thj winds ft/olluw and lay they loved me— 
* Who could be lonely ? 0 ho, not IJ 

9 



♦+8 




LIFE IS LOVE 


Sumfbod)i> said in tnc street this moming, 

AsH opened my window to let in the light, 
That darkcfct day ofrthe world was dawning; 
But l^ookcdiand the E!ht was a gorgeous sigtir 


One who claims that he kifi’ows al' >ut it 

* . . ff 

Tells me the Earth ts a vale-of sin ; 

* ^ 

But I and the b€e8 and the J)irds*- .ve doubt it, 

And think it a worl^^vt^rth living^* 

. 1 ' ‘ ® 


Someone says that hearts arc ^ckle,^ 

That love is so^'jw, that Ide is 
And the reaper Bcath, with his sl?i#|lng sicL.,, 
Gathers whate('er is bright and fair. 


^ t®Cd the thrush,-and we laughed together— 
Laughed till the wood* were all a-ring ; 

ApaI he said* to me, as he plumed each feather/ 

** Well people must croak, if they jannot sing !’* 

Up he flevic but his song, remaining, 

Rang like in my heart alhday, 

And synced the voices of weak complaining 

iKat pipe likeHnsects along the way. ^ 

< < 
i 

0 world of light, and O ^world of beauty I 
* Wh^re are there pleasures so sweet |s ihine f 
Yes, 1^^ is lovd, and love is duty«; 

And what heart sorrows ? u no, not nfiiine t 



